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Foreword:  By  Alan  Trammell 

When  I  became  a  professional  player,  and  ultimately  a  Tiger,  all  I 

ever  wanted  to  do  was  to  play  for  a  while.  Just  give  me  a  few 
years  in  the  majors,  that  would  have  made  me  happy  I  never 
knew  it  would  be  20  years. 


Now  to  be  named  to  the  Tigers’  all-time  team,  Fm 
extremely  honored. 

Detroit  was  a  perfect  fit  for  me.  Coming  from  the 
West  Coast  as  I  did,  I  always  viewed  the  Tigers  as  one 
of  the  traditional  teams. 

As  a  kid,  I  knew  aU  about  them  and  what  they  had  done, 
hke  Mickey  Lohch  coming  back  on  two  days’  rest  in  the 
1968  World  Series  against  St.  Louis  and  winning  Game  7. 

I  thought  of  the  Tigers  as  a  blue-collar  team  and  that 
was  fine,  because  I  was  a  blue-collar  type  of  player.  I 
wasn’t  flamboyant.  I  just  went  about  my  business.  I 
didn’t  seek  attention,  I  just  tried  to  let  my  playing  do 
the  talking  for  me. 

Sometimes  1  think  it  had  to  be  fate.  First  of  all,  there 
was  opportunity.  How  many  times  are  positions  open 
at  the  same  time  for  a  couple  of  kids  as  they  were  for 
Lou  Whitaker  and  me?  We  were  allowed  to  learn  while 
playing  in  the  majors.  And  the  fans  understood. 
Somewhere  else  they  might  not  have. 

But  that’s  why  Detroit  was  perfect  for  me  from  the 
start.  I  wasn’t  a  good  player  early  on,  1  needed  time,  but 
I  was  young.  I’ll  always  be  appreciative  of  how  the  fans 
treated  me,  not  just  then,  but  for  my  entire  time  in 
Detroit.  It  would  take  forever  to  say  enough  thank-you’s. 

Most  of  all,  I  was  proud  to  wear  the  uniform. 
Numerous  times  I’d  look  down  before  a  game  and  see 
that  old  English  D  and  remind  myself  of  the  Tigers’  tra¬ 
dition  —  kind  of  a  timeless  style  of  baseball.  I  just  did 


Alan  Trammell:  “I  was  proud  to  wear  the  imilorm.” 


my  job  and  tried  to  do  it  well. 

But  to  be  up  there  with  Al  Kaline,  Charlie 
Gehringer,  Hank  Greenberg,  that’s  really  something. 
Great  names  to  be  with. 
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Hank  Greenberg  scores  in  the  1934 
World  Series  against  St.  Louis.  The 
in  seven  games. 
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It  began  with  Cobb,  but  all-time 
team  took  a  century  to  construct 


By  Jerry  Green  ^  The  Detroit  News 
February  lo,  2000 

Tyrus  Raymond  Cobb  arrived  in  Detroit  by  train  on  a  steamy  August 
night  in  1905.  He  took  a  horse'drawn  buggy  to  Ryan’s  Bed  and  Board 
near  Bennett  Park,  which  was  located  on  a  former  haymarket  at  the 
junction  of  Michigan  and  Trumbull. 


Ryan’s,  it  turned  out,  was  the  site  of  a  burlesque 
parlor  on  the  ground  floor.  The  noise  kept  Cobb 
awake  most  of  the  night.  He  was  drowsy  the  next  day 
when  he  reported  to  Bill  Armour,  manager  of  the 
Tigers. 

Armour  practiced  the  same  philosophy  as  Sparky 
Anderson  would  three-quarters  of  a  century  later.  He 
liked  to  put  a  rookie  fresh  from  the  minors  into  the 
batting  order  right  away.  So  on  August  30,  1905,  Ty 
Cobb,  just  18,  was  listed  in  the  No.  5  spot  in  the  lineup, 
playing  center  field.  Armour  placed  Cobb,  fresh  out  of 
Georgia,  in  the  lineup  with  Wahoo  Sam  Crawford,  the 
hitting  star  of  the  Detroit  club. 

The  Tigers  were  playing  the  New  York  Highlanders 
and  Cobb  had  the  challenge  of  facing  the  best  pitcher  in 
the  American  League  in  his  first  game.  Jack  Chesboro  had 
won  41  games  for  the  Highlanders  the  previous  season. 


Between  them,  Bill  Freehan  (lelt)  anti  Al  Kaline 
were  named  to  play  in  29  All  Star  games. 


4"  4“  4- 
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In  the  bottom  of  the  first,  Cobb  arose  from  the 
Tigers’  open  bench  —  there  were  no  dugouts  at 
Bennett  Park  —  and  with  a  certain  swagger  t\\Trled 
three  bats  while  waiting  to  bat.  Then  he  stepped  in  to 
face  Chesboro.  The  first  pitch  was  a  high  strike,  which 
Cobb  missed.  The  next  was  a  called  strike.  Cobb  hit 
the  next  pitch.  He  laced  it  to  left  center  and  legged  out 
a  double,  driving  in  a  run. 

A  new  era  had  started  in  Detroit  baseball. 

All  that  is  baseball  in  this  city  —  in  Bennett  Park, 
then  Navin  Field/Briggs  Stadium/Tiger  Stadium  and 
now  Comerica  Park  —  is  rooted  in  that  day,  when  Ty 
Cobb  became  a  major  leaguer. 

Whatever  has  happened  since,  whatever  wdll  hap¬ 
pen  to  the  Tigers  in  the  21st  Century  —  it  all  started 
on  that  afternoon,  with  Ty  Cobb. 

Baseball  is  a  game  of  passages,  the  only  sport  that  can 
truly  be  linked  from  generation  to  generation.  The  trea¬ 
sures  of  the  game  are  passed  from  grandfather  to  father 
to  son  and  then  to  his  son.  Or  daughter.  And  grand¬ 
daughter. 

And  it  is  the  same  for  the  athletes  who  comprise  the 
Tigers  all-time  team  —  those  who  have  worn  the  old 
English  D  over  their  hearts.  The  tradition,  the  history, 
have  been  passed  from  Cobb  to  Charlie  Gehringer. 
They  were  passed  onward,  from  Gehringer  to  Hank 
Greenberg  to  Hal  Newhouser  to  George  Kell  to  Al 
Kaline  to  Bill  Freehan  to  Mickey  Eolich  to  John  Hiller, 
and  finally,  at  the  end  of  the  linkage,  to  Jack  Morris, 
Alan  Trammell,  Kirk  Gibson  and  Sparky  Anderson. 
They  represent  a  century  or  so  of  Tigers. 

By  the  time  the  next  aU-time  Tigers  team  is  announced, 
who  knows  what  stars  will  have  emerged  to  replace  those 
great  players.  Among  the  current  crop  of  Tigers,  none 
looks  ready  to  join  this  select  group,  but  who  knows? 

The  current  Tigers  all-time  team  —  chosen  by  the 
popular  vote  of  Detroit’s  baseball  fans  in  September 
1999  —  is  a  collection  of  superb  athletes,  including 


George  Kell,  too  late  on  this 
rpiky,  lej  third  hasemeh 
nelding  seven  times.  ,  .  -  v 


four  Michigan  natives  and  one  adopted  son  in  Kaline. 
All  but  one  played  in  at  least  one  World  Series  in  a 
Ti  gers  uniform.  Some  possessed  overwhelming  talent, 
the  “naturals,”  if  you  will.  Others  simply  played  hard- 
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er,  or  had  a  mental  edge  over  their  peers.  Whatever 
they  had,  they  provided  Tigers  fans  with  a  museum  of 
memories  that  is  the  team’s  glorious  history 

Among  the  13  players  who  make  up  the  Tigers  alE 


time  team  are: 

Seven  Baseball  Hall  of  Fame  members,  ineluding 
Cobb,  Gehringer,  Greenberg,  Kaline,  Kell,  Newhouser 
and  Anderson. 

M  Four  batting  ehampions.  Gobb  won  12  in  his  22  years 
with  the  Tigers.  Gehringer,  Kahne  and  KeU  eaeh  won  one. 

Two  home  run  ehampions.  Greenberg  won  it  three 
times,  and  Cobb  onee  with  the  magnifieent  total  of 
nine  homers  in  the  dead  ball  era  of  1909. 

Two  league  RBI  ehampions.  Cobb  and  Greenberg 
eaeh  won  the  title  four  times. 

Pitehing?  Newhouser  led  the  Ameriean  Feague  in 
vietories  in  four  seasons  and  was  the  dominating 
piteher  of  the  1940s.  Folieh  —  a  three-game  winner  in 
the  ’68  World  Series  —  and  Morris  eaeh  did  it  onee. 

Choosing  a  Tigers  all-time  team  is  a  tough  task. 
Through  the  years  there  have  been  many  more  greats 
who  are  worthy,  at  least,  of  a  spot  on  the  beneh  of  the 
this  all-time  team.  Sam  Crawford,  for  one,  outhit  Cobb 
in  1906.  Hughie  Jennings,  who  sueeeeded  Armour  in 
1907,  managed  the  Tigers  to  three  pennants  in  his  14 
seasons.  Mueh  later  in  the  eentury,  all-time  team  man¬ 
ager  Sparky  Anderson  aetually  won  only  one  pennant 
in  his  17  seasons  in  Detroit. 

Seventy-five  years  before  Morris  arrived,  George 
Mullin  was  an  outstanding  right-handed  piteher  for 
the  Detroit  elub  from  1902-13. 

In  the  1920s,  as  Cobb  managed  the  Tigers  and 
played  his  final  seasons  in  Detroit,  Harry  Heilmann 
beeame  the  Ameriean  Feague’s  premier  batsman,  win¬ 
ning  four  batting  ehampionships. 

Any  Tigers  all-time  team  begins  with  Cobb,  a  mean 
and  nasty  person  —  on  the  basepaths  and  on  the 
streets  of  Detroit.  He  was  detested  by  opponents. 
Before  every  game  he  would  file  his  spikes  to  razor 
sharpness  in  the  elubhouse  of  Navin  Field,  the  new 
ballpark  that  opened  in  1912.  Then  he’d  slide  into 
infielders,  spikes  upraised. 
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Fowler^ille  native  Charlie 
Gehringer  is  one  of  four  all- 
time  team  members  born  in 
the  State  of  Miehigan. 


His  teammates  did  not  care  much  for  him,  either. 

Cobb  was  the  player-manager  when  a  quiet,  skilled 
young  second  baseman  from  Fowlerville,  up  near 
Lansing,  joined  the  Tigers  in  1924.  His  name  was  Charlie 
Gehringer.  He  would  play  second  base  for  Detroit  with 
simplicity,  grace  and  elegance  for  19  seasons. 

“He  was  a  tough  cookie,”  Gehringer  said  a  few 


months  before  his  death  in  1993  at  age  89,  when  asked 
about  Cobb.  “He  taught  me  a  few  things  that  1  thought 
were  worthwhile.  Then  1  think  1  made  a  wisecrack  to 
him  one  day,  and  he  didn’t  talk  to  me  any  more,  which 
was  a  pleasure. 

“1  didn’t  dislike  him,  but  he  wasn’t  a  nice  guy  to  play  for.” 

That  was  about  as  strong  a  statement  as  Gehringer 


4^  4^  > 

10 


They  Earned  Their  Stripes:  The  Detroit  Tigers  Aee-Time  Team 


would  ever  make. 

Unlike  Cobb,  Gehringer  was  highly  respected  by 
the  Tigers’  opponents.  Lefty  Gomez,  the  Yankees’  star 
pitcher,  was  the  one  who  nicknamed  Gehringer  “The 
Mechanical  Man.” 

“That’s  because  the  guy  is  in  a  rut,”  Gomez  said  in  a 
1930s  interview.  “You  see,  he  hits  .354  on  the  first  day 
of  the  season  and  keeps  right  on  hitting  .354  the  rest  of 
the  season.” 

Gehringer’s  highest  baseball  salary  was  $30,000.  In 
his  days,  ballplayers  needed  to  take  jobs  during  the  off¬ 
season.  Gehringer  sold  baseballs  and  bats. 

“1  worked  at  Hudson’s  three  years  during  the  holi¬ 
days,”  he  said  in  a  1992  interview. 

Gehringer  was  the  Tigers’  bridge  between  pennant 
eras.  Gobb’s  Tigers  won  pennants  in  1907,  1908  and 
1909,  but  lost  three  World  Series. 

The  Tigers  would  not  win  another  pennant  until 
1934.  By  then  Greenberg  had  joined  the  Tigers,  playing 
alongside  Gehringer. 

Greenberg,  a  carefree  slugger  and  a  tower  of  a  man, 
became  the  Tigers’  regular  first  baseman  in  1933. 

Gatcher  Mickey  Gochrane,  another  hall  of  famer, 
arrived  from  the  Philadelphia  Athletics  in  1934  and 
managed  the  Tigers  to  their  first  pennant  since  1909 
with  a  lineup  that  featured  Gehringer,  Greenberg, 
pitcher  Tommy  Bridges  and  himself.  Still  they  lost 
another  World  Series  to  the  Gardinals. 

Then  in  1935,  the  Tigers,  at  last,  won  a  pennant  and 
a  World  Series,  defeating  the  Gubs.  Goose  Goslin 
drove  in  the  winning  run,  and  he,  too,  would  ultimate¬ 
ly  qualify  for  the  Hall  of  Fame.  Bridges  was  the  win¬ 
ning  pitcher,  his  second  in  the  Series.  And  Schoolboy 
Rowe  beat  the  Gubs  in  another  game. 

By  the  1935  season,  with  Babe  Ruth  departed  from 
the  American  League  and  soon  from  the  majors, 
Greenberg  was  named  MVP,  establishing  himself  as 
the  league’s  most  productive  hitter.  In  1938,  he  chal- 


SparLw  Anderson  attempls  to  stay  arm  during  a 
mound  visit  ith  Jack  Morris  and  Mike  Heath. 
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Retired  John  Hiller  (right)  cheeks  in  >>  ith  t\Mi  other  all  time  team  memhers  —  manager  Sparlev  Anderson 
and  shortstop  Alan  Trammell  —  in  1981. 


lenged  Ruth’s  single-season  home  run  record  of  60  and 
missed,  finishing  with  58. 

Greenberg  hked  to  spend  the  mornings  before  ball- 
games  at  Briggs  Stadium  hitting  buckets  of  baseballs.  He’d 
get  high-school  kids  to  shag  for  him  in  left  field.  One  of 
those  kids  was  Mike  Hitch,  who  later  would  buy  the  Tigers. 

“1  thought  he  would  hit  them  into  the  stands,”  Hitch 


said  the  day  he  bought  the  Tigers  in  1992.  “But  he  could 
get  them  only  to  shortstop.  He  soaked  them  untH  they 
were  water-logged  and  so  heavy  he  couldn’t  get  them 
out  of  the  infield.” 

Greenberg  played  for  the  Tigers  untH  1946,  when 
they  traded  him  to  the  Pirates.  By  that  time,  Detroit 
native  Hal  Newhouser  had  become  the  best  left-hand- 
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ed  pitcher  in  the  league.  He  was  a  19-year-old 
rookie  still  in  high  school,  when  he  helped  the 
Tigers  to  another  pennant  in  1940.  But  again, 
they  lost  the  World  Series. 

Newhouser,  a  29-game  winner  in  his  best  sea¬ 
son,  pitched  the  Tigers  to  another  pennant  and 
their  second  World  Series  championship  in  1945. 
Greenberg,  released  from  World  War  II  duty  after 
V-E  Day  that  season,  hit  a  grand  slam  homer  in  the 
final  game  to  chnch  the  pennant. 

With  Newhouser  in  his  prime,  the  lineage  of 
All-time  Tigers  continued  in  1946.  The  club 
obtained  George  Kell  to  play  third  base.  In  1949, 

Kell  nipped  Ted  Williams  by  a  fraction  of  a  per¬ 
centage  point  to  win  the  batting  championship. 

In  1953,  Al  Kaline  joined  the  Tigers,  signed 
for  $35,000  off  the  Baltimore  sandlots.  Two 
years  later,  at  age  20,  Kaline  became  the 
youngest  American  Eeague  batting  champion. 

It  would  be  another  23  years  after  the  1945 
championship  before  the  Tigers  could  win 
another  pennant.  All-time  teamers  Kaline, 
Mickey  Eolich,  Bril  Ereehan  and  John  Hhler 
were  part  of  the  1968  team. 

Eolich  had  been  overshadowed  by  Denny 
McEain  and  his  31  victories  during  the  1968  pen¬ 
nant  race.  But  Eolich,  a  left-handed  pitcher, 
defeated  the  St.  Eouis  Cardinals  three  times  in  the 
World  Series,  outdueling  Bob  Gibson  in  Game  7. 

He  remains  the  last  pitcher  to  win  three  games  in 
a  World  Series. 

Homegrown  catcher  Ereehan  —  a  tight  end  at  the 
University  of  Michigan  —  used  his  football  abilities  to 
help  the  Tigers  win  the  series.  Ereehan’s  block  of  the 
Cardinals’  Eou  Brock  at  home  plate  and  tag  out  on 
Detroiter  Willie  Horton’s  throw  in  Game  5  turned  the 
Series  just  when  it  appeared  the  Tigers  were  doomed. 

It  was  the  only  time  in  his  22  seasons  with  the  Tigers 


a 


fmm 


Kirk  Gibson’s  attitude  and  spectacular  home  runs 
are  the  reason  Harry  Heilmann  was  eliminated. 

j 

that  Kahne  would  play  in  the  World  Series.  He  had  refused 
to  attend  a  World  Series  game  untd  he  played  in  one. 

“It  was  worth  waiting  sixteen  years,”  he  said  sharing 
a  bottle  of  victory  champagne  with  a  Detroit  sports 
writer.  “I’d  seen  other  World  Series  in  the  eountry 
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xAltcr  liitting  Sunday  homers,  Charlie  MaxAAell  (eenter)  gets  a  light  from  Al  Kaline  along  with  piteher 
Paul  Fo^  taek  in  1957. 

j 


club,  watching  on  TV.  I  considered  people  lucky  to  be 
in  the  Series. 

“Our  team  made  a  great  comeback.  We  were  embar¬ 
rassed  the  way  we  played.” 

Kaline,  before  he  retired,  laced  a  two-base  hit  onto 


the  right-field  foul  line  off  Baltimore’s  Dave  McNally  to 
become  the  first  American  Leaguer  to  collect  3,000 
hits  in  49  years.  Seven  hits  later,  Kaline  retired. 

Hrfier,  in  the  1970s,  would  become  the  league’s  pre¬ 
mier  rehef  speciahst.  He  saved  38  games,  then  a  record,  in 
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1973. 

Four  other  alTtime  Tigers  joined  the 
Detroit  ballclub  in  the  late  1970s.  Jack 
Morris  came  up  as  a  right-handed  pitcher 
in  1977,  one  year  after  pitcher  Mark  “The 
Bird”  Fidrych  enchanted  America  with  his 
antics.  With  Fidrych  injured,  Morris 
became  the  ace  of  the  staff. 

Fate  in  1977  Alan  Trammell  was  pro¬ 
moted  to  the  Tigers  along  with  Fou 
Whitaker.  They  would  grace  the  Tigers’ 
infield  for  two  decades;  Trammell,  the  all- 
time  Detroit  shortstop,  and  Whitaker,  a 
wonderfully  talented  second  baseman. 

And  then  in  1979,  Kirk  Gibson,  the 
fourth  of  the  Tigers  all- timers  to  be  born  in 
Michigan,  joined  the  club,  an  outfielder-in- 
training.  He  had  been  an  All-America  foot¬ 
ball  player  at  Michigan  State  and  played 
baseball  with  a  football  mentality. 

Playing  with  competitive  fire  and  some¬ 
times  anger,  Gibson  was  a  Tigers’  throw¬ 
back  to  Cobb. 

With  Trammell,  Morris  and  Gibson  on 
the  club,  as  young  major  leaguers.  Sparky 
Anderson  was  hired  as  manager  in  June 
1979. 

In  1984,  Anderson’s  Tigers  led  from  Opening  Day, 
budding  a  35-5  start  and  coasting  to  the  American 
Feague  pennant.  Wdlie  Hernandez,  with  Sparky  cam¬ 
paigning  for  him,  won  both  the  MVP  and  Gy  Young 
Awards  for  his  supurb  relief  pitching. 

The  Tigers  trounced  the  Padres  in  five  games  in  the 
World  Series,  with  aU-timers  Morris,  Trammell  and  Gibson 
playing  key  roles.  Morris  beat  the  Padres  twice  with  com¬ 
plete-game  efforts;  Trammell  hit  two  home  runs  in  Game  4 
behind  Morris’  second  victory;  and  Gibson  hit  two  homers 
the  next  day  to  clinch  it.  Trammell  was  the  World  Series 


Manager  Mayo  Smith  adds  some  stripes  to 
Miekey  Lolich’s  jersey  in  1969. 

MVP  with  a  .450  batting  average. 

Sparky  Anderson  sparkled  —  the  first  manager  to  win  a 
World  Series  in  both  the  American  and  National  Feagues. 

So  through  the  years  these  all-time  Tigers  have  made 
their  mark,  winning  championships,  setting  records, 
making  memories  and  thrilling  Tigers  fans  along  the  way. 

And  it  all  began  in  1905,  when  Ty  Cobb  touched 
Jack  Chesboro  for  a  double  at  Bennett  Park. 
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Ti  gers  announce  their  all-time  team, 
Gibson  edses  Heilmann  in  outfield 


By  Tom  Gage  ♦  The  Detroit  News 
Originaely  printed  September  ti,  1999 

The  game  has  changed  since  many  of  them  played.  George  KeU  sees  his  first 
glove,  for  instance,  every  time  he  goes  back  to  baseball’s  Hall  of  Fame.  “I 
don’t  know  how  1  ever  stopped  anything  with  that  glove,”  he  said. 


But  one  thing  hasn’t  changed. 

‘The  great  players  then  ’would  still  be  great  players 
today,”  Kell  said. 

And  the  Tigers’  best  of  yesterday  ’would  be  stars  of 
today. 

Kell  ’would  stril  be  hitting  doubles  into  the  corner. 
Hank  Greenberg  ’would  be  hitting  upper-deck  home 
runs  and  Charlie  Gehringer  ’would  be  doing  everything 
right,  just  as  he  used  to. 

Because  that’s  what  they  did.  And  that’s  vehy  their 
accomplishments  always  ’will  be  remembered. 

The  Tigers  announced  their  all-time  team  after  more 
than  25,000  votes  were  cast  by  the  fans. 

As  befitting  its  long  history,  the  players  represent¬ 
ed  all  eras  of  the  franchise  —  from  Ty  Cobb  ’with  no 
number  on  his  uniform  to  Alan  Trammell,  wTo  sthl 
looks  as  if  he  could  play 

Here  is  the  team: 

Manager:  Sparky  Anderson 


Native  Detroiter  Hal  Newhoiiser  won  haek-to- 
baek  MVP  honors  in  the  mid  1940s. 
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Right-handed  pitcher:  Jack  Morris. 

Eeh -handed  pitchers:  Mickey  Lolich  and  Hal 
Newhouser  (tie). 

Relief  pitcher:  John  Hiller. 

Catcher:  Bill  Freehan. 

First  base:  Hank  Greenberg. 

Second  base:  Charlie  Gehringer. 

Shortstop:  Alan  Trammell. 

Third  base:  George  Kell. 

Outfield:  Ty  Cobb,  Al  Kaline  and  Kirk  Gibson. 

The  closest  voting,  other  than  the  tie  between 


Folich  and  Newhouser,  was  at  second  base  and  for  the 
third  outfield  spot.  At  second  base,  Gehringer  received 
51  percent  of  the  votes  and  Fou  Whitaker  received  40 
percent.  For  the  third  outfielder  Gibson  received  34 
percent  and  Harry  Heilmann,  a  Hall  of  Fame  outfield¬ 
er  who  played  from  1914-1929,  received  23  percent. 

But  the  runner-up  team  is  not  too  shabby,  either. 

Manager:  Mickey  Cochrane. 

Right-handed  pitcher:  Denny  McFain. 

Left-handed  pitcher  None  because  of  the  first-place  tie. 

Relief  pitcher:  Guillermo  Hernandez. 


A  youthful  George  Kell  eheeLs  in  at  the  Tigers  eluhhouse  in  1946. 


^  ^  ^ 
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Mickey 


Tigers  manager  Ralph  Houk  presents  John  Hiller  with  the  Tiger  of 
the  Year  award  Hiller  won  following  the  1973  season. 


Catcher:  Lance  Parrish. 

First  base:  Norm  Cash. 

Second  base:  Lou  Whitaker. 

Shortstop:  Harvey  Kuenn. 

Outfield:  Heilmann, 

Stanley  and  Willie  Horton. 

Many  of  the  former  players  who 
were  on  hand  for  Sunday’s  tribute  to 
the  alLtime  team  also  were  saying 
goodbye  to  Tiger  Stadium.  For  those 
who  grew  up  as  Tigers  fans,  and 
always  wanted  to  play  in  Tiger 
Stadium  —  such  as  Freehan  —  it  was 
a  poignant  moment. 

“Being  from  Royal  Oak,”  Freehan 
said,  “I  came  down  here  a  lot  as  a  kid. 

And  like  a  lot  of  kids.  I’d  go  home 
after  the  game  and  pretend  to  be  one 
of  the  players  I’d  just  seen.” 

Freehan  went  off  to  the  University 
of  Michigan  as  a  two-sport  star.  As  a 
sophomore,  he  started  in  six  football 
games. 

“I  played  both  offense  and  defense,” 
he  said.  “That’s  what  we  did  in  those 
days.” 

But  he  also  batted  .585  for  the  baseball  team,  a 
record  that  sthl  stands. 

That  was  before  the  basebah  amateur  draft,  so  any 
team  that  wanted  to  could  knock  on  Freeharis  door  after 
his  first  season  at  Michigan.  The  Kansas  City  Athletics 
offered  him  more  money  than  the  Tigers  to  sign,  but 
there  was  no  doubt  where  Freehan  wanted  to  play. 

“This  place  had  a  lot  to  do  with  that,”  he  said,  looking 
out  from  behind  the  batting  cage  at  Tiger  Stadium.  “As  a 
kid,  I  dreamed  of  playing  here.  It’s  bittersweet  to  see  it 
go.  A  new  ballpark  is  needed  for  a  lot  of  reasons,  but  I 
loved  this  ballpark.  It’s  the  only  one  I  ever  called  home.” 


It  was  the  only  one  Kaline  called  home,  too,  after  he 
signed  off  the  sandlots  of  Baltimore.  But  today,  he’ll 
see  someone  wearing  his  uniform  number  for  the  first 
time  sinee  he  wore  it. 

As  a  tribute  to  the  alLtime  team  members,  their 
numbers  will  be  worn  by  the  Tigers  starting  at  their 
respective  positions  —  which  means  that  the  right 
fielder  wfLl  wear  No.  6. 

“I  think  it’s  great  they’re  doing  that,”  Kaline  said. 

So  does  Karim  Garcia,  who  will  be  wearing  the 
number. 

“It’s  an  honor,”  Garcia  said.  “I’ll  try  to  wear  it  nice.” 

That’s  what  Kaline  did  all  those  years. 
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Hank  Greenberg  loiocked  in 
183  runs  in  1937,  one  shy  of  Lou 
Gehrig’s  1931  league  record. 
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Sparky  Anderson  ^  Manager  >  1979-1995 


Sparky  took  a  young,  rudderless 
team  and  steered  it  to  greatness 


By  Lynn  Henning  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  February  29,  2000 


Bedtime  is  9  p.m.,  a  couple  hours  after  he  has  watched  ABC  World  News 
with  Peter  Jennings.  Wakeup  is  dawn,  or  earlier.  Then  comes  a  one-hour 
walk  and,  later  on,  a  five-minute  drive  to  Sunset  Hills  Country  Club  for  his 
daily  10  a.m.  tee  time  and  18  holes  of  golf  with  a  regular  crew  of  golfing  buddies. 


His  cholesterol  level  is  so  crazily  low  that  it  sounds  as 
if  the  numbers  must  have  been  transposed:  116.  But  the 
good  life  Sparky  Anderson  is  hving  these  days  can  hard¬ 
ly  be  measured  by  a  daily  itinerary  or  by  a  blood  eount. 

The  ex-Tigers  manager,  who  today  is  expeeted  to  be 
named  to  baseball’s  Hall  of  Fame,  has  never  felt  better, 
or  been  more  at  peace.  Fisten  to  Anderson  erow  for  a 
hah-hour  about  the  way  things  are  today,  eompared 
with  the  grind  that  he  was  enduring  a  few  years  ago, 
and  the  mystery  fades. 

He  does  not  miss  baseball  for  the  simple  reason  it 
was  probably  killing  him. 

“My  last  three  years  I  managed,  I  was  tired  all  the 
time,”  Anderson  said,  speaking  from  his  home  in 
Thousand  Oaks,  Calif.  “I  took  a  nap  every  day.  On  the 
road,  I  couldn’t  miss  a  day  of  having  that  nap. 


Sparky  Anderson’s  2,191  \  ictorics  is  third  all  time 
lor  managers,  with  1,331  eoming  with  the  Tigers. 


^  ^ 
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Anderson  is  the  only  manager  to  Min  World  Series  ehainpionships 
in  both  leagues. 


“That’s  when  it  started.  The  way  I  feel  today,  I  only 
wish  I  would  have  felt  this  good  those  years  before.  I 
would  have  stayed  managing.” 

The  “it”  that  started  a  few  years  ago,  Anderson  now 
knows,  was  the  onset  of  coronary  artery  disease. 
Ashen  and  becoming  more  hi  by  the  minute,  he  hit 
rock-bottom  at  Ann  Arbor  during  last  July’s  Mhlie 
Schembechler  charity  golf  tournament.  A  nervous  trip 
to  Ford  Hospital  in  Detroit  was  followed  a  few  days 
later  by  heart-bypass  surgery. 

“They  (doctors)  think  it  came  from  doing  all  that 


traveling,  eating  junk  all  the  time,  and  not 
getting  the  proper  sleep,”  Anderson  said. 
“All  those  things  get  those  arteries  clogged 
up.  You  know  how  that  food  in  the  club¬ 
house  is  —  why,  if  you  ever  squeezed  the 
grease  out  of  it,  it’d  roll  into  the  street.” 

Five  years  have  passed  since  Anderson 
closed  the  door  of  his  manager’s  office  at 
Tiger  Stadium.  Only  61,  Anderson  had 
already  won  more  games  as  a  manager  than 
all  but  Connie  Mack  and  John  McGraw,  and 
to  this  day  he  remains  the  lone  manager  to 
have  won  a  World  Series  in  both  leagues. 

Just  about  everyone  in  baseball  figured 
Anderson  to  be  back  in  the  game  within  a 
year.  But  after  17  seasons  with  the  Tigers, 
Anderson  was  worn  out,  physically  and 
mentally.  The  Tigers  had  been  losing  regu¬ 
larly  since  their  ’80s  heyday.  And  Anderson, 
now  66,  wasn’t  enjoying  the  sort  of  relation¬ 
ship  with  Mike  Hitch  and  Co.  that  he  had 
known  under  two  pre^TOus  club  owners. 

So  he  went  home  to  California,  pulled 
out  his  golf  clubs  and  the  clicker  to  his  TV 
set,  and  settled  in  with  his  wife,  Carol,  to 
the  perks  of  retirement. 

The  shocker  is  that  he  enjoys  it.  BasebaH, 
he  was  surprised  to  learn,  was  Anderson’s  passion,  but 
not  his  life. 

“I  feel  better  about  myself,  because  1  don’t  need  that 
(baseball)  to  get  me  by,”  Anderson  said.  “I  find  things 
to  do.” 

Simple  things.  Amusing  things. 

Consider  the  other  day’s  tasks. 

Anderson  decided  after  golf  had  been  rained  out  to 
not  pout  and  to  do  something  constructive.  So  he 
cleaned  out  his  clothes  closet.  Then  he  emptied  all  the 
drawers  in  his  dresser,  got  rid  of  the  junk,  and 


^  ^ 
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.\nderson  always  stood  up  for  his  players  and  he  expected  a  lot  in  return. 


now  to  know  that  the  traveling  would  still  wear  me  out.” 

Some  trips,  anyway.  One  journey  he’ll  handle  is  a  July 
23  visit  to  Cooperstown,  N.Y.,  where  a  man  who  seems 
as  if  he  was  born  with  white  hair  will  find  himseff  pro¬ 
filed  in  bronze. 

It  has  been  a  given  for  years  that  Anderson  would 
make  the  Hall.  He  took  Cincinnati  to  the  World  Series 
four  times  in  the  ’70s,  winning  twice  as  The  Big  Red 


rearranged  everything  neatly. 

Next,  he  turned  to  the  garage,  which  in  a  couple 
hours  was  spic-and-span. 

Anderson  admits  there’s  a  satisfaction  from  these 
mindless  jobs  that  hadn’t  been  possible  during  his  base¬ 
ball  years. 

“It’s  reaUy  changed  me,”  he  said.  “I’m  not  lying  to  you  — 
this  is  the  best  I’ve  felt  in  years.  And  I  have  enough  sense 
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Machine  came  to  embody  one  of  the  game’s  great  eras. 

He  picked  up  wdth  the  Tigers,  pushing  Detroit 
through  a  spectacular  1984  season  and  another  world 
championship.  He  and  the  Tigers  even  squeezed  out 
another  playoff  appearance  in  1987  with  a  club  that 
looked  for  most  of  the  season  as  if  it  didn’t  have  a  chance. 

A  question  has  arisen,  not  that  there  seems  to  be  any 
doubt  as  to  its  answer:  What  hat  will  Anderson 
choose  to  wear  for  his  World  Series  plaque? 

There’s  only  one  way  to  go:  Cincinnati.  The  Big  Red 
Machine  was  a  dynasty.  It  was  Anderson’s  first  team. 
Sparky  Anderson  became  Sparky  Anderson  as  manag¬ 
er  of  the  Cincinnati  Reds,  a  status  that  persuaded  — 
even  required  —  then  general  manager  Jim  Campbell 
in  1979  to  make  the  temporarily  unemployed  Anderson 
an  impromptu  choice  to  manage  the  Tigers. 

“It  wlB  be  the  hardest  decision  I’ve  ever  made,  because 
I  was  treated  like  a  king  in  both  cities,”  Anderson  said.  “I 
had  what  they’d  call  a  cakewalk  —  royalty  doesn’t  get 
the  kind  of  treatment  I  had  with  both  teams.” 

But ... 

Anderson  concedes  his  Reds  teams  were  a  signifi¬ 
cant  slice  of  baseball  history.  He  also  knows  that 
Cincinnati’s  general  manager  at  the  time.  Bob  Howsam, 
in  1969  selected  a  35 -year- old  minor-league  manager  to 
lead  a  team  on  which  future  Hall  of  Earners  were  either 
then,  or  soon  to  be,  stacked  like  bats  in  a  batrack:  Pete 
Rose,  Joe  Morgan,  Johnny  Bench,  Tony  Perez. 

Because  of  his  and  the  Big  Red  Machine’s  heritage, 
Anderson  realizes  he  can  wear  the  Reds  hat  into 
Cooperstown  and  be  doing  the  Tigers  no  disservice. 

“It’s  a  hard  thing,  but  people  must  understand;  It 
has  nothing  to  do  with  the  hat,”  Anderson  said.  “It’s  a 
rule  of  the  Hall  of  Eame  that  you  have  to  wear  it.  But 
you  can’t  go  by  a  hat  —  you  go  by  what’s  in  your  heart.” 

And  Detroit  is  right  there  with  Cincinnati,  Anderson 
says,  persuasively.  The  town  has  been  in  his  heart  since 
June,  14, 1979,  when  he  stepped  onto  the  field  at  Tiger 


Lyxx  Hexxixc;  ox  Sparky  Axdersox 


lie  was  onh  4S  vcars  old  and  already  had  managed  in 
four  World  Series,  winning  two  of  them.  And  yet  Sparky 
Anderson  was  unemployed  when  1  igers  Qeneral 
Manager  Jim  Campbell  approaehed  him  in  June  of  igjg. 

Niee  break  for  Detroit. 

Anderson  was  hired  on  June  12,  igjg  and  managed  the 
[igers  for  the  next  77  seasons,  an  astonishing  reign  of  2,579 
games,  bie  won  another  World  Series  in  ipSq,  had  a  1,331- 
1,248  reeord  with  the  I  igers,  and  retired  at  the  end  of  the 
7995  season  having  managed  more  major  league  games  than 
anv  other  man  exeept  Connie  Maek  and  John  hJeQraw. 

How  Anderson  happened  to  he  free  when  Campbell 
deeided  to  make  a  move  in  June  of  ’79  remains  an  oddity. 
Sparkv  had  been  hasebalks  manager  of  the  ’705  at 
Cineinnati,  his  Big  Jied  Machine  winning  world  champi¬ 
onships  in  igjs  ^nd  '76  Wv'ld  Series,  after  losing  the 
World  Series  in  7970  to  Baltimore  and  in  7972  to  Oakland. 

He  walked  in  on  a  young  and  rudderless  collection  of 
voting  talent  when  he  arrived  at  Detroit.  But  Anderson 
was  a  teacher  and  a  psvehologist  —  as  shrewd  a  baseball 
man  as  the  oame  has  seen.  With  the  l  ivers  he  knew 

o  O' 

how  to  meld  volatile  talents  such  as  Jack  SJorris  and 
Kirk  Cjibson  with  stable,  quieter  types  on  the  level  of 
Imnce  Parrish,  Lou  Whitaker  and  Alan  Irammell. 


J  he  79 (Sq  l  igers  team  was  a  masterpiece.  From  a  35-5 
start  the  l  igers  were  a  wire-to-wire  sensation,  polishing 
off  San  Jliego  in  the  World  Series  to  make  Anderson  the 
first  manager  in  historv  to  have  managed  a  world  cham¬ 
pion  in  each  league. 

He  was  also  friendlw  he  was  a  talker,  he  was  a  baseball 
man.  I  here  was  a  deeenev  to  Sparkv  Anderson  that  was 
everv  bit  as  luminous  as  his  reeord.  JFs  whv  IkS  the  l  igeiC 
all-time  manager  and  a  eertaintv  for  enshrinement  in 
Basebalks  Hall  of  Fame. 


Stadium  and  in  his  first  appearance  in  a  Detroit  uniform 
received  a  standing  ovation  that  made  him  shiver. 

Part  of  the  reason  Anderson  feels  so  torn  is  that  he 
greeted  a  core  of  players  in  Detroit  that  would,  for  all 
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their  differences  in  style  and  credentials,  become  part 
of  a  relationship  Anderson  valued  as  much  as  anything 
he  had  known  in  Cincinnati. 

Alan  Trammell,  Lou  Whitaker,  Lance  Parrish,  Jack 
Morris,  Kirk  Gibson.  They  helped  turn  Anderson’s 
Ti  gers  into  baseball’s  top  team  from  the  ’80s,  a  reign 
that  never  overrode  the  bond  that  developed  between 
Anderson  and  his  stars. 

“He  certainly  deserves  to  be  (in  Coopers  town),” 
Gibson  said  last  week.  “When  you  put  it  all  together, 
tell  me  why  he  doesn’t  belong  in  the  Hall  of  Lame?  Can 
anyone  give  me  a  reason? 

“Look  at  what  he’s  accomplished  in  both  leagues, 
things  that  put  him  above  all  the  others  who’ve  man¬ 
aged,”  Gibson  continued.  “Then,  when  you  see  how  he 
loved  the  game,  how  he  fought  for  the  preservation  of 
the  National  Pastime.  When  you  look  at  how  good  of  an 
interview  he  was,  the  way  he  was  an  ambassador  to  the 
game,  what  he  did  for  his  players. ... 

“1  can  truly  say  he  could  have  sent  me  down  the  road, 
he  could  have  given  up  on  me,  but  he  cared  for  me,  also.” 

Anyone  who  thinks  for  a  moment  baseball  has  sepa¬ 
rated  itself  completely  from  Anderson’s  life,  or  that  it  has 
been  tucked  like  a  golf  sweater  into  one  of  those  closets 
Anderson  cleaned  out  the  other  day,  is  missing  the  gist 
of  how  Anderson’s  days  have  changed. 

Baseball  is  there,  all  right,  like  a 
kind  of  boarder  in  the  Anderson 
household.  He  talks  frequently  with 
his  neighbor,  Mike  Scioscia,  the 
Anaheim  Angels  manager. 

He  watches  games,  selectively,  but 
rehgiously  —  as  a  manager  would 
watch. 

“Last  year  1  really  loved  watching 
Cincinnat-uh,”  he  said,  giving  that 
Mason-Dixon  twist  to  the  final  sylla¬ 
ble.  “Cincinnat-uh,  to  me,  they  were 


Manager;  Sparky  Anderson  1979-1995 

He  gave  the  Tigers  17  years  of  effective  managing,  win¬ 
ning  two  division  titles  and  a  World  Series.  He  was  one  of 
the  game’s  most  colorful  characters. 

He  was  a  sidewalk  philosopher: 

“I  can’t  believe  they  pay  us  to  play  baseball  —  something 
we  did  for  free  as  kids.” 

“I  don’t  know  why  the  players  make  such  a  fuss  about 
sitting  in  the  first-class  section  of  the  plane.  Does  that 
mean  they’ll  get  there  faster?” 

“Don’t  call  us  heroes.  Firemen  are  heroes.” 

Anderson  is  the  only  manager  to  win  a  World  Series  in 
each  league. 

Sparky  profile 

Anderson  spent  17  seasons  in  Detroit  to  become  the 
team’s  career  leader  in  victories. ...  Won  World  Series 
championships  with  both  the  Tigers  and  Cincinnati  Reds. 
...  Also  is  only  person  to  be  the  winningest  manager  for 
two  teams  (Tigers  and  Reds). ...  Third  on  all-time  man¬ 
agers  list  in  career  victories  (2,194),  behind  Hall  of 
Famers  Connie  Mack  and  John  McGraw. 


refreshing,  the  way  they  went  about  it.  Jack  (McKeon, 
Reds  manager)  did  a  tremendous  job  with  that  club. 

“The  Yankees,  1  always  enjoy  watching  them,  too, 
because  1  think  (manager)  Joe  Torre  —  whether  people 

know  it  or  not  —  he  got  that  club  to 
play  very  professionally.  New  York  is 
probably  the  most  professional  club  in 
the  major  leagues  and,  let  me  tell  you, 
when  he  first  went  there,  those  guys 
were  outlaws. 

“But  you  know  who’s  a  really  good 
manager?  Bobby  Cox,”  Anderson  went 
on,  talking  about  the  man  who  annual¬ 
ly  takes  the  Atlanta  Braves  to  a  division 
title  and  who,  too  often,  misses  out  on 
a  grand  prize.  “Don’t  ever  be  fooled  by 
those  World  Series  or  playoff  games. 


“  You  know  how  I  feel 
about  Sparky.  Ifs  been 
an  honor  to  play  for 
him.  I  hose  who  didn’t 
want  to  play  for  Sparky 
had  a  different  agenda. 
Th  ev  weren’t  team-ori¬ 
ented.  ” 

Ki RK  Gibson 
on  plaving  for  Anderson 
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Ah,  the  art  of  managing 

According  to  the  world  of  George  Anderson,  there 
are  several  components  to  managing; 

1.  “I  never  wanted  to  be  a  manager,  but  I  always 
studied  the  game,  even  as  a  kid.  I  just  wanted  to  be  a 
better  player,  not  a  manager.  I  used  to  steal  signs  for 
Charlie  Dressen  when  1  played  for  him  in  Toronto  in 
the  1960s.  He  called  me  aside  in  Syracuse  one  day  and 
said,  ‘You’re  going  to  be  a  manager.’ 

“He  said  if  I  wanted  to  know  anything  about  man¬ 
aging  to  eome  to  him,  but  not  unth  the  next  day.  I  did¬ 
n’t  know  what  he  meant  but  then  1  realized  he  wanted 
to  figure  out  things  for  himself  before  I  asked  him  any 
questions.” 

2.  “1  managed  Toronto  in  1964  but  I  thought  that 
was  it.  I  was  selling  cars  that  winter  —  not  many  of 
them,  you  understand  —  when  I  got  a  call  and  was 
told  to  report  to  Rock  Hill  in  the  Western  Carolina 
League  in  1965.  That’s  where  it  really  started.  My 
first  day  in  camp,  they  had  all  the  managers  togeth¬ 
er  in  a  meeting  and  asked  them  how  they  planned  to 
do  things  that  season.  They  all  had  something  dif¬ 
ferent  to  say.  When  they  got  to  me,  I  told  them  I 
eouldn’t  tolerate  what  they  were  saying.  I  was  say¬ 
ing  we  should  all  do  things  together  and  do  them 
the  right  way.  I  guess  they  liked  that  and  they  put 
me  in  charge  of  all  the  other  man¬ 
agers.  So  how  did  I  start  with  my 
team?  We  won  five  and  lost  25.” 

3.  “I  did  OK  as  time  went  on. 

That’s  because  I  had  props.  It’s  the 
only  way  to  manage.  You’ve  got  to 
have  props.  One  night  we  were  get¬ 
ting  beaten  in  Savannah.  I  kept  slip¬ 
ping  balls  into  my  pockets.  I  had 
three  of  them  tucked  away.  I  ealled  a 


Sparky’s  managerial  record 

In  the  World  Series 


Year  Team 

Opponent 

W-L 

1970  Cincinnati 

Baltimore 

1-4 

1972  Cincinnati 

Oakland 

3-4 

1975  Cincinnati 

Boston 

4-3 

1976  Cincinnati 

New  York 

4-0 

1984  Detroit 

San  Diego 

4-1 

The  all-time  greats 

Manager 

Wins 

Losses 

Pet. 

Connie  Mack 

3776 

4025 

.484 

John  McGraw 

2840 

1984 

.589 

Sparky  Anderson 

2194 

1834 

.545 

Bucky  Harris 

2159 

2219 

.493 

Joe  McCarthy 

2126 

1335 

.614 

Tops  with  the  Tigers 

Manager  (years) 

Wins 

Losses 

Pet. 

Sparky  Anderson  (1979-95) 

1331 

1248 

.507 

Hughie  Jennings  (1907-20) 

1131 

972 

.538 

Bucky  Harris  (1929-33,  55-56) 

516 

557 

.481 

Steve  O’Neill  (1943-48) 

509 

414 

.551 

Ty  Cobb  (1921-26) 

479 

444 

.519 

meeting  the  moment  the  game  was  over  and  I  threw 
one  ball  at  a  swinging  door  in  the  clubhouse,  just 
missing  a  pitcher’s  head. 

“I  told  them,  ‘Boys,  I  have  two  more  to  throw.  Does 
anyone  in  this  room  want  to  die?’  I  got  their  attention 
and  told  them  I’d  kill  them  if  they  didn’t  come  to  the 
park  to  win.” 

4.  “My  philosophy?  The  first  rule,  and  thank  God  I 

learned  it  in  my  very  first  year,  is 
you  have  to  have  the  players  to  win. 
The  most  important  thing  is  to  be 
honest  with  them.  If  you  do  that, 
they’ll  be  yours.  But  if  a  player  finds 
you’ve  lied  to  him,  you’ll  not  only 
lose  him  but  10  others  in  the  club¬ 
house.  I  also  believe  calling  players 
by  their  names.  It’s  so  important  to 
them,  and  it’s  easy  to  do. 


I  never  wanted  to  be  a 
manager,  hut  1  alwavs 
studied  the  game,  even 
as  a  kid.  I  just  wanted  to 
he  a  better  [slaver,  not  a 
manager.  ” 

Sparky  Anderson 

^  ^ 
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Anderson  as  big  mth  the  fans,  especially  after  the  Tigers  won  the  World  Series  in  1984. 


The  /9S4  season 

“I  know  this  will  sound  crazy  because  we  won 
everything,  but  1984  was  my  hardest  year  in  baseball. 
When  we  got  off  to  that  35-5  start,  I  began  to  worry 
What  if  we  lost  it?  What  if  we  blew  that  lead? 

“Trying  to  stay  in  front  became  an  obsession  with 
me,  and  1  didn’t  enjoy  things  the  way  1  should  have. 


“I  knew  what  was  driving  me  but  1  didn’t  talk  about 
it.  1  wanted  to  show  Cincinnati  it  was  wrong  to  fire 
me.  1  was  consumed  by  this  thought.  1  wanted  it  more 
than  anything  else.  1  wanted  1984  for  myself. 

“1  was  literally  shot  by  the  end  of  the  season.  I 
almost  quit,  figuring  I’d  won  in  eaeh  league  and  what 
else  was  there  to  do.  You’ll  never  know  the  relief  1  felt 
when  Gibson  hit  that  big  home  run  in  the  final  game 
against  San  Diego.” 
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Farewell  Sparky 

Originally  Printed  October  3, 1995 

Detroit  Tigers  Manager  Sparky  Anderson  has 
resigned  after  17  seasons.  While  he  was  in  the  dugout, 
Detroiters  witnessed  some  special  moments. 

It  is  easy  to  talk  about  Sparky’s  accomplishments, 
especially  since  he  is  the  third  winningest  manager  in 
Major  League  Baseball  history.  He  won  two  World 
Series  with  the  Cincinnati  Reds  before  landing  here  in 
1979. 

Back  then  he  nurtured  a  youth  movement  that  even¬ 
tually  led  to  a  Tigers  championship  in  1984.  It  was  a 
storybook  season  in  which  the  Tigers  led  the  division 
from  start  to  finish  and  manhandled  its  opponents  in 
the  playoffs. 

As  good  as  that  season  was,  Sparky  rightly  consid¬ 
ers  1987  his  best  moment.  A  team  he  figured  no  better 
than  a  fifth-place  finisher  made  the  playoffs.  The  team, 
helped  by  the  pivotal  late-season  acquisition  of  pitch¬ 
er  Doyle  Alexander,  took  the  Blue  Jays  to  the  final  day 
of  the  regular  season  and  won  the  division. 

But  what  made  Sparky  stand  out  is  his  character.  He 
always  seemed  forthright  with  the  fans  and  the  press. 
That  quality  came  through  during  his  resignation 
speech  on  Monday,  when  he  publicly  upbraided  him¬ 
self  for  being  “obnoxious”  to  a  member  of  the  media 
following  his  last  game  on  Sunday. 

Sparky  usually  showed  his  better  side. 

He  genuinely  seemed  to  care  about  others  and  gave 
generously  of  his  time  with  the  press  and  fans.  And  his 
charitable  efforts  were  further  testimony  to  that  spirit. 
Sparky  also  worked  well  with  players.  He  showed 
patience.  He  didn’t  rely  much  on  gimmicky  clubhouse 
meetings.  He  just  insisted  that  certain  standards  be 
maintained,  and  they  included  players  working  together. 


Anderson  considered  1987  liis  best  moment  \\ith 
the  Tigers,  not  the  ehampionsliip  year  of  ’84. 


He  gave  his  players  the  credit  when  the  team  won 
and  shouldered  the  blame  when  it  lost. 

Unfortunately,  the  Tigers  have  done  a  little  too 
much  losing  during  the  past  four  seasons.  The  team  is 
now  dedicated  to  rebuilding  itself  with  younger  play¬ 
ers  who  whl  take  time  to  develop. 
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Sixto  I  ezcano  (16)  gets  into  it  \>1th  Anderson  in  1980,  who  denied  having  his  piteher  throw  at  Lezeano. 


At  age  61,  Sparky  says  it  is  time  for  a  ehange.  So  he  is 
bowing  out  to  give  the  team  and  himself  a  ehance  to 
pursue  their  own  best  interests.  He  may  manage  anoth¬ 
er  team.  Call  the  resignation  a  gesture  that  may  eventu¬ 
ally  allow  both  the  team  and  Sparky  to  flourish  again. 

Sparky  Anderson  has  left  an  indelible  mark  on  Tiger 


baseball.  He  is  popular  not  only  beeause  of  his  overall 
winning  reeord,  but  more  importantly  beeause  of  how 
he  eondueted  himself  on  the  job.  Change  is  diffieult, 
but  sometimes  it  is  for  the  best. 

We  hope  that  this  farewell  turns  out  to  be  a  bright 
new  beginning  for  both  the  Tigers  and  Sparky. 
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Ty  Cobb  ^  Outfield  ♦  1905-1926 


Cobb  dominated  baseball  with  his 
keen  mind  and  a  will  to  succeed 


By  H.G.  Salsinger  ^  The  Detroit  News 

OrIGINALEY  PRINTED  NOVEMBER  2,  I924 

In  any  all-time  rating  of  players,  Tyrus  Raymond  Cobb  stands  alone.  He  was 
the  greatest  of  the  greats,  a  fiery  genius  and  the  game’s  outstanding  individ¬ 
ualist.  Brilliant  and  unorthodox,  he  made  baseball  history  for  more  than 
two  decades.  He  dominated  the  game. 


He  gained  his  pre-eminence  not  beeause  he  was  the 
fastest  base  runner,  nor  the  best  base  stealer,  nor  the 
fleetest  fielder  or  the  leading  hitter  but,  because  he  had 
the  nimblest  brain  that  baseball  had  known.  He  had  the 
ability  to  perceive  a  situation  and  take  full  advantage  of 
it  before  his  opponents  became  aware  of  it.  He  was  a 
keener  student  of  the  game  than  his  contemporaries 
and  understood  the  game  better  than  they  did.  What  is 
more,  he  understood  them  better  than  they  understood 
themselves.  He  knew  their  playing  faults  and  weak¬ 
nesses  and  he  also  knew  their  strengths. 

His  wide  edge  over  the  field  was  mental.  He  thought 
more  quickly  than  any  rival,  and  he  put  his  mechanical 
skill  to  more  uses  than  they  did.  Many  of  his  hits  veere 
attributed  to  superior  speed,  but  the  explanation  does 
not  hold  since  several  others  were  as  fast  but  they  did 


Ty  Cobb  sits  in  the  stands  of  Briggs  Stadium  \rith 
Walter  Briggs  on  June  29, 1941. 

not  cause  fielders  to  hurry  their  throws  the  way  Cobb 
did.  They  did  not  cause  infielders  to  fumble  and  make 
wild  throws  the  way  Cobb  did.  They  did  not  upset 
infields  the  way  Cobb  did. 
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Cobb  saw  tbe  game  unlike  any  of  bis  contemporaries.  He  ahA  ays  seemed  to  be  tvvo  plays  ahead  ol  tbe  game. 


His  is  the  story  of  a  mighty  brain  and  the  driving 
force  of  genius  that  made  him  great  when  other  men, 
superior  in  physical  strength  and  natural  ability  and 
speed,  remained  mediocre. 

He  was  the  greatest  player  because  he  thought 
ahead  of  them  at  all  times.  The  play  directly  in  front  of 
him  was  not  his  aim,  but  the  play  that  was  to  come 
after.  The  play  of  the  moment,  until  he  scored,  was 
merely  the  foundation  for  the  play  that  was  to  come. 

He  was  not  the  greatest  fielder,  for  a  dozen  men  in 
baseball  towered  over  him  as  outfielders.  He  was  not 


the  greatest  place  hitter,  for  “Wee  Willie”  Keeler  was  a 
bit  better  in  placing  hits.  He  was  not  the  greatest  slug¬ 
ger,  for  a  few  dozen  men  have  been  able  to  hit  a  ball 
harder  than  Cobb  ever  could.  He  was  not  the  fastest 
man  in  the  game,  for  several  others  were  fast,  a  fe\A^ 
even  faster. 

In  baseball,  having  speed  and  knowing  how^  to 
apply  it  are  different  things.  Cobb  knew^  better  how^  to 
apply  it  than  other  men  just  as  fast.  Cobb  could  have 
been  trained  to  run  straight- awuy  and  WAiuld  have 
made  a  remarkable  sprinter.  But  his  biggest  asset  as  a 


>  > 
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sprinter  was  his  break  from  the  jump. 

In  base  running,  his  brain  work  was  as  conspicuous 
as  his  speed.  He  started  before  they  expected  him  to 
start.  He  went  when  they  did  not  expect  him  to  go  and 
he  made  no  attempt  to  advance  when  he  was  expected 
to.  He  always  crossed  them  up. 

Nearing  a  bag,  Cobb’s  next  move  was  always  figured 
out.  He  knew  exactly  what  he  wanted  to  do.  More 
than  that,  he  was  certain  of  what  the  other  fellow 
would  do.  That  made  it  easy  for  him  to  act.  He  knew 
how  to  escape  the  fielder. 

Cobb  was  not  the  hitter  that  the  sluggers  of  the  old 
school  were,  not  in  the  strict  sense  of  the  word.  And  he 
was  never  a  natural  hitter.  But  Cobb  made  more  hits 
than  the  men  naturally  fitted  for  hitting,  again  because 
of  his  brain.  He  thought  faster  than  the  pitcher.  As  he 
knew  the  workings  of  an  infielder,  of  an  outfielder,  so 
did  Cobb  know  the  system  of  the  pitcher  he  was 
opposing.  He  batted  accordingly. 

He  did  not  use  mystic  powers.  He  had  no  occult 
gifts.  He  simply  reduced  baseball  to  a  scientific  basis 
and  figured  it  out  accordingly.  Cobb’s  plays  may 
appear  mystifying,  but  they  only  resembled  a  conjur¬ 
er’s  tricks.  The  feats  of  a  magician  are  astounding  and 
beyond  comprehension  until  they  are  explained. 

Then  they  become  extremely  simple.  Cobb’s  play 
was  always  just  as  simple. 

Once  explained  by  him,  once  he  gave  the  reason  for 
making  the  play  the  way  he  did,  it  became  clear  and 
simple.  Analyzed,  most  great  achievements  become 
reduced  to  the  same  simple,  comprehensive  level. 

He  thought  faster  than  any  man  who  ever  wore 
spiked  shoes.  And  he  thought  more  thoroughly.  He 
saw  the  little  things  that  the  others  missed  and  he 
took  advantage  of  them.  Nothing  escaped  his  obser¬ 
vation.  The  mechanical  performances  of  a  fielder,  the 
minute  physical  characteristics  of  a  pitcher,  were 
studied  by  Cobb,  analyzed  by  him  and  then  used  as 


CiKORCiK  Cantor  on  IV  Cobb 

/  he  placiLic  on  the  outride  'deal I  of  old  l  iger  Stadium 
said  it  'deal I :  M  genius  in  spikesd’ 

lyrus  Raymond  Cohh  'doas  all  of  that.  Although  time 
has  ehanged  the  game  he  played  and  erased  several  of  his 
reeords,  his  aeeomplishments  still  plaee  him  among  the 
greatest  hitters  and  the  most  talented  of  all  d  igers. 

He  studied  the  mental  dynamies  of  the  game  as  thor¬ 
oughly  as  any  man  'deho  e'cer  pi aved.  He  understood  the 
uses  of  intimidation  and  fear.  He  sat  in  the  dugout  sharp¬ 
ening  his  spikes  to  sodv  the  seeds  of  doubt  and  seemed  to 
insinuate  himself  into  the  minds  of  his  opponents. 

Although  not  the  fastest  runner,  Cohh  eould  take  over  a 
game  on  the  bases  by  unnerving  the  other  side.  Although 
not  the  most  natural  hitter,  he  a  Hays  found  the  gaps  in  the 
defense,  the  'dveakness  in  the  opposing  pitehers  makeup. 

His  only  speed  iscas  hyper-aggressive.  He  fought 
everyone  -dDith  an  equal  degree  of  antagonism  —  team¬ 
mates,  fans,  opponents,  dlgers  eatcher  Charlie  Sehmidt 
beeame  a  team  hero  heeause  he  beat  him  up  in  a  elub- 
hoiise  fight.  But  'when  Cobb  'was  suspended  for  going 
into  the  stands  and  attaeking  a  fan,  the  entire  team  'went 
on  strike  in  support. 

He  'was  an  a'vowed  racist  and  probabR  the  most  hated 
ballplayer  of  his  era.  He  never  'won  a  ehampionship, 
which  gives  his  erities  room  to  disparage  his  achievements. 

But  in  the  first  two  decades  of  the  zoth  Centurv,  he 
stood  alone  at  the  pinnacle  of  the  game  —  a  genius  in 
spikes  and  a  tiger  in  spirit  as  'well  as  uniform. 


the  basis  of  his  attack.  He  built  his  offense  against  the 
weak  points  of  their  defense. 

There  has  been  but  one  Cobb.  There  is  likely  never  to 
be  another.  In  him  were  strangely  combined  all  those 
qualities  that  were  needed  to  make  the  perfect  com¬ 
petitor,  a  man  with  playing  faults  but  with  the  most 
highly  developed  competitive  spirit  and  the  finest 
developed  brain  that  the  national  pastime  has  pro¬ 
duced. 
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ly  Cobh’s  secret:  A 
hope  he  cherished 

By  H.G.  Salsinger  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  November  2, 1924 

Ty  Cobb  is  recognized  as  one  of  the  greatest  hitters  of 
all  time.  But  his  secret  ambition  was  to  become  a  pitcher. 

As  a  boy  he  played  on  the  infield,  at  short.  But  the 
ambition  of  every  boy  who  likes  base  ball  is  to  be  a 
great  pitcher.  That  was  the  secret  ambition  of  Cobb. 

Never  during  his  years  in  baseball  had  Cobb  become 
fuUy  convinced  that,  had  he  concentrated  upon  pitching, 
he  could  not  have  become  one  of  the  greats  of  the  game. 

He  brought  his  ambition  with  him  to  the  majors  and 
he  nursed  it  through  all  these  years.  Whenever  he  could 
enlist  the  services  of  a  catcher  Cobb  practiced  pitching. 

He  would  work  with  the  catcher  for  half  an  hour  or 
more,  generally  more.  And  while  he  worked,  Cobb 
pitched  twice  as  many  balls  as  any  regular  pitcher 
would  in  the  same  length  of  time,  for  Cobb  pitched  as 
he  played,  with  a  nervous  speed. 

He  managed  to  develop  what  players  describe  as  a 
“dinky  hook,”  meaning  an  amateurish  curve  ball  dehvery. 
He  never  was  able  to  pitch  a  real  fast  ball  and  what  he  called 
his  slow  ball  was  ineffective  because  of  faulty  dehvery. 

Players  who  looked  over  Cobb's  pitching  were 
never  impressed  by  it,  and  this  hurt  Cobb's  pride.  The 
result  was  that  he  tried  all  the  harder.  One  brilliant 
spring  day  in  1909  in  San  Antonio,  Tex.,  where  the 
Tigers  trained,  Cobb  had  recruited  a  catcher  and  was 
having  his  morning  workout  pitching. 

The  late  Herman  Schaefer,  then  a  veteran  and  wise  in 
the  ways  of  baseball,  walked  over  to  Cobb  and  said  to  him: 

“Listen!  Take  a  piece  of  advice  from  me  and  cut  out 
this  monkey  business.  Forget  that  you  are  a  pitcher. 


Outfielder:  Ty  Cobb  1905-26 

Cobb  had  two  great  beliefs  as  a  player:  1.  The  bat  is  a 
wondrous  weapon.  2.  The  base  line  belongs  to  me. 

He  was  the  game’s  greatest  hitter  and  maybe  its  great¬ 
est  competitor.  He 
fought  everyone,  the 
opposition,  his  team¬ 
mates,  on  and  off  the 
field.  He  was  an  impos¬ 
ing  guy  who  asked  no 
favors  and  gave  none. 

He  looked  for  every 
edge.  For  instance,  he 
did  not  eat  after  the 
games.  He  was  too 
wound  up.  He  would  go 
back  to  his  hotel  room 
and  try  to  unwind,  even 
take  a  little  nap.  Only 
then  would  he  go  to  din¬ 
ner.  No  meat,  either.  And  he  wouldn’t  eat  lunch  because 
he  felt  he  could  play  better  on  an  empty  stomach. 

Cobb  was  the  first  player  to  swing  more  than  one  bat 
as  he  waited  to  hit.  He  was  hard  to  handle,  and  as  a 
youngster  he  would  stand  in  center  field  and  munch  on 
popcorn.  He  would  often  steal  second,  third  and  home 
in  the  same  inning  —  doing  it  once  on  three  straight 
pitches. 

Cobb  highlights 

Inducted  into  the  Hall  of  Fame  in  1936. ...  Nicknamed 
“Genius  in  Spikes”  because  of  his  competitive  nature. ... 
Owns  highest  career  batting  average  in  baseball  history  at 
.367. ...  Second  on  baseball’s  career  hits  list  (behind  Pete 
Rose)  with  4,191  hits. ...  No.  1  in  career  runs  with  2,246. ... 
Also  ranks  second  in  triples  (295),  fourth  in  doubles  (724) 
and  fourth  in  stolen  bases  (892). ...  Batted  better  than  .400 
three  times,  including  a  .420  average  in  1911  when  he  won 
the  Chalmers  Award  as  the  American  League  MVP. ...  Won 
A.L.  batting  title  12  times  in  13  seasons  between  1907  and 
1920. ...  Won  triple  crown  in  1909  with  a  .377  average,  nine 
home  runs  and  107  RBI. ...  Led  Tigers  to  World  Series 


You  ain’t.  You  can  never  be  one. 

“You’ve  been  pitching  for  four  years  that  1  know^  of  ari 
you  ain’t  got  no  more  stuff  than  a  high  school  boy.  There’s 
a  lot  of  good  pitehers  and  there’s  a  couple  of  thousand  that’s 
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Cobb’s  career  .367  batting  average  is  tops  in  baseball 
and  liis  4,191  bits  is  second  only  to  Pete  Rose. 


Ty  Cobb’s  statistical  career 


Year 

AB 

R 

H 

HR 

RBI 

Avg. 

1905 

150 

19 

36 

1 

15 

.240 

1906 

358 

45 

113 

1 

34 

.316 

1907 

605 

97 

212 

5 

119 

.350 

1908 

581 

88 

188 

4 

108 

.324 

1909 

573 

116 

216 

9 

107 

.377 

1910 

506 

106 

194 

8 

91 

.383 

1911 

591 

147 

248 

8 

127 

.420 

1912 

553 

119 

227 

7 

83 

.410 

1913 

428 

70 

167 

4 

67 

.390 

1914 

345 

69 

127 

2 

57 

.368 

1915 

563 

144 

CO 

o 

CM 

3 

99 

.369 

1916 

542 

113 

201 

5 

68 

.371 

1917 

588 

107 

225 

6 

102 

.383 

1918 

421 

83 

161 

3 

64 

.382 

1919 

497 

92 

191 

1 

70 

.384 

1920 

428 

86 

143 

2 

63 

.334 

1921 

507 

124 

197 

12 

101 

.389 

1922 

526 

99 

211 

4 

99 

.401 

1923 

556 

103 

189 

6 

88 

.340 

1924 

625 

115 

211 

4 

78 

.338 

1925 

415 

97 

157 

12 

102 

.378 

1926 

233 

48 

79 

4 

62 

.339 

better  than  you’ll  ever  be  but 
there  ain't  a  lot  of  outfielders  with 
good  throwiri  arms  and  my 
advice  to  you  is;  quit  the  tryin’  to 
be  a  pitcher  an’  save  your  arm  for 
the  outfield.” 

Cobb  did  not  take  the 
advice.  Instead  he  tried  harder 
to  prove  that  Schaefer  and  the 
others  were  wrong.  He  never 
proved  them  otherwise  than 
right,  but  while  he  continued 
pitching,  Cobb  wore  out  his 
arm.  It  gradually  weakened, 
and  baserunners,  quick  to 
observe  the  weakness,  took 
advantage  of  it. 


Cobb  wasn’t  alw  ays  surly,  bcrc  posing  w  ith  members  ol  a  boys  baseball  team. 
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Cobb  raised  a  ruckus  away  from  field 


By  Doc  Greene  >  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  July  i8,  1961 

Ty  Cobb  has  been  called  variously  a  “fiery  genius  of 
the  diamond,”  the  greatest  ball  player  who  ever  lived,  the 
“immortal  of  baseball”  and  many  other  justifiable  things, 
none  of  which  can  be  contested  in  any  great  degree. 

He  had  another  side,  and  in  all  honesty  1  have  never 
heard  any  of  his  intimates  say  wholeheartedly  and 
without  reservation,  “I  liked  him.” 

His  career,  especially  in  the  early  days,  was  spotted 
with  trouble  on  and  off  the  field  —  much  of  it  of  his 
own  making. 

The  “fiery  genius”  hit  an  elderly  Negro  asphalt 
worker  on  Woodward  Avenue  when  the  laborer  asked 
him  not  to  walk  on  his  freshly  poured  cement. 

A  warrant  was  issued  but  later  quashed.  The  first 
man  admitted  into  the  Baseball  Hall  of  Fame  got  into  a 
fight  with  a  night  watchman  in  the  Euclid  Hotel  in 
Cleveland  and  used  a  knife  on  him. 

The  case  went  to  a  grand  jury.  The  Detroit  Baseball 
Co.  spent  more  than  $1,000  to  extricate  the  “greatest 
ballplayer  who  ever  lived”  from  this  one. 

The  Georgia  Peach  entered  a  meat  market  at  1526 
Hamilton,  operated  then  (1914)  by  one  William 
Carpenter,  waved  a  loaded  .32  revolver  and  declared 
someone  “has  insulted  my  wife.”  The  hassle  turned  out 
to  be  over  a  purchase  of  20  cents  worth  of  perch. 

A  boy  named  Howard  Harding,  Carpenter’s  wife’s 
brother,  tried  to  protect  the  proprietor  and  finally  the  pair 
went  outside.  Cobb  handed  the  revolver  to  one  bystander, 
his  hat  to  another  and  proceeded  to  beat  up  the  youngster. 

He  dislocated  his  thumb  in  the  process  and  was 
removed  to  Bethune  Station  in  a  patrol  wagon.  Tyrus 


eventually  pleaded  gudty  to  a  charge  of  disturbing  the 
peace  and  was  fined  $50  by  Justice  Stein  after  Carpenter 
preferred  charges. 

His  attorney,  James  O.  Murfin,  in  entering  the 
guilty  plea,  said,  “Cobb  regrets  this  incident  to  the 
bottom  of  his  being.  He  regrets  it  exceedingly  on 
account  of  the  management  of  the  Detroit  team  and 
his  teammates.  He  feels  that  as  they  are  struggling 
along  he  should  be  in  the  game  and  giving  them  his 
assistance,  particularly  as  they  have  been  loyal  to 
him  in  the  past. 

“Cobb  believes  he  made  a  mistake  and  has  promised 
that  he  will  control  his  temper  in  the  future.  He  has 
learned  his  lesson.” 

At  one  time  he  caused  the  entire  Detroit  ball  club  to 
be  turned  out  of  the  Copley  Square  Hotel  in  Boston 
over  alleged  improper  conduct. 

On  another  occasion  he  was  ejected  from  the 
Chicago  Beach  Hotel  for  using  improper  language  to 
a  clerk  in  the  presence  of  women  guests.  He  became 
infuriated  when  manager  Hughie  Jennings  would 
not  move  the  entire  club,  quit  the  team  and  returned 
to  Detroit. 

He  attacked  a  newsboy  named  “Scabby”  Barnes  over 
a  crap  game  in  the  Detroit  clubhouse.  Soon  after  that 
he  was  accosted  by  two  men  on  the  way  to  the  depot 
one  evening  and  stabbed  in  the  back. 

He  never  offered  any  explanation.  In  1925  he  was  arrest¬ 
ed  for  disorderly  conduct  after  an  argument  with  a  wait- 
ress  in  Augusta,  Ga.,  over  the  size  of  a  luncheon  check. 

He  told  the  inten^ening  poheeman  to  “run  along  and 
peddle  your  papers.”  The  patrolman  didn’t  comply  and 
Cobb  wound  up  at  headquarters.  He  subsequendy 
was  fined. 
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Cobb  o\Mied  tbe  baselines,  and  catebers  paid  tbe  priee  if  they  stood  their  ground. 


President  of  the  American  League  Ban  Johnson  once 
demanded  Ty  's  resignation  as  a  manager  because  of  the  way 
he  treated  his  players,  remarking,  “He  ought  to  be  training 
Marines  at  Parris  Island,  the  way  he  handles  players  ” 


And  there  is  neither  time  for  nor  point  in  recalling 
the  numerous  altercations  in  which  Cobb  found  him¬ 
self  aggrieved  by  umpires,  fans  and  what  all  during  the 
actual  pursuit  of  baseball. 


4.  4.  4- 

39 


■ 


They  Earned  Their  Stripes:  The  Detroit  Tigers  All-Time  Team 


Al  Kaline  ^  Outfield  >  1953-1974 

The  can’t-miss’  kid  became  a  man, 
earned  respect  right  before  our  eyes 


By  Joe  Falls  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  January  13, 1980 


TV  T  othing  was  happening.  It  was  one  of  those  hum-drum  days  in  Lakeland 

that  seemed  to  last  forever.  Yet,  it  was  only  11  o’clock  in  the  morning. 

_i_  ^  J^ck  Tighe,  who  was  the  new  manager  of  the  Tigers,  was  sitting 

on  one  of  the  benches  at  Tigertown,  where  the  rookies  and  minor  leaguers  and  a 
few  of  the  regulars  off  the  Tigers  were  going  through  one  more  endless  day  of 
throwing  the  ball,  hitting  it  and  picking  it  up. 


“You  know  something,”  said  Tighe,  “he  can’t  miss.” 

“Who  can’t  miss?” 

“Kaline,”  he  said.  “By  the  time  he  is  done,  they’ll  have 
him  in  the  Hall  of  Fame  in  Cooperstown.” 

“Sure.  He  can’t  miss.”  The  reply  was  tinged  with 
more  than  a  touch  of  sarcasm. 

How  could  anyone  say  any  ballplayer  would  achieve 
the  game’s  highest  honor  after  only  3  V2  seasons  in  the 
business.  Preposterous.  Tighe,  the  old  bald-headed 
codger,  was  playing  his  games  again.  It  was  his  first 
year  on  the  job,  and  if  he  got  No.  6  on  his  side  and 
that  was  always  tough  to  do  —  it  would  make  it  a  lot 
easier  for  him.  It  could  give  him  a  little  job  security. 


Al  Kaline  waited  16  seasons  to  linalK  eolleet  a 
World  Series  ring  with  the  Tigers. 
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kalinc  iicxtT  spriii  <i  ilax  in  ihr 
minors.  ^oin»  straii>lil  Irom  high 
stliool  lo  ihc  majors  in 


It  could  even  make  him  a  good  manager.  When  No. 
6  was  on  his  game,  he  was  something  special. 

But  No.  6  wasn’t  always  on  his  game.  Sometimes  he 
sulked.  Sometimes  he  loafed.  Sometimes  he  wouldn’t 
talk  to  you  at  all. 

It  was  the  spring  of  1957,  and  Kaline  was  still  grow¬ 
ing  up  —  still  trying  to  find  his  place  in  the  world. 


Strange  as  it  is  to  say  in  the  glow  of  all  his  glory,  but 
there  was  a  time  when  Al  Kaline  wms  not  a  very  pleas¬ 
ant  person  to  be  around. 

He  threw  helmets.  He  threw  bats.  He  threw 
tantrums.  It  wasn’t  easy  moving  into  such  a  fast-paced 
world  when  you  grew  up  in  the  Westport  section  of 
Baltimore,  where  the  fields  were  made  of  dirt  and  only 
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dirt  and  the  whole  world  was  nothing  more  than  row 
houses  upon  row  houses  upon  row  houses... 

By  the  time  he  was  18,  he  was  in  the  major  leagues. 

By  the  time  he  was  20,  he  was  the  American  League 
batting  champion  —  the  youngest  in  history.  Younger, 
even  than  Ty  Cobb. 

What  did  he  know?  What  could  he  know?  All  he 
had  ever  done  was  go  to  school  and  play  baseball. 
There  was  no  time  for  anything  else.  No  time  for  girls. 

No  time  for  growing  up. 

So  he  was  a  simple  man  with  simple  tastes.  He  did¬ 
n’t  drink,  he  didn’t  smoke,  he  didn’t  even  chew.  Fancy 
foods  didn’t  interest  him.  Nor  did  fancy  clothes. 

He  never  spent  so  much  as  a  minute  in  the  minor 
leagues.  So  he  never  learned  how  to  pack  a  suitcase, 
send  out  his  laundry... or  even  how  to  order  dinner. 

They  rushed  him  right  to  the  big  leagues  because  his 
raw  talent  excited  them. 

They  wanted  to  refine  it  themselves.  They  wouldn’t 
trust  anyone  else.  His  first  days  in  Detroit  were  the 
most  difficult  of  his  life. 

“1  lived  in  the  Wolverine  hotel,”  Kaline  recalled, 
“and  it  really  scared  me.  It  was  the  first  time  1  had  ever 
lived  alone  and  I  didn’t  know  what  to  do  with  my  time. 

“We  didn’t  play  many  night  games  — 14  or  so  —  and 
so  1  was  off  almost  every  night.  I’d  go  to  the  movies  a 
lot  or  just  walk  around  the  streets  looking  in  the  store 
windows. 

“It  seemed  like  it  was  always  10  o’clock  at  night  and 
I  had  nothing  to  do.  I  didn’t  even  know  who  to  talk  to.” 

He  couldn’t  wait  unth  the  mornings.  He  was  up 
early,  for  a  quick  breakfast,  and  on  his  way  to  the  ball 
park  before  they  even  opened  the  dressing  room  door. 

The  ball  park  was  his  sanctuary.  He  could  feel  com¬ 
fortable  there.  He  could  sit  around  in  his  underwear 
and  hone  his  bats  or  beat  on  his  glove.  It  felt  good  to  be 
in  the  dressing  room  even  if  nobody  else  was  around. 

“I  used  to  wear  the  same  clothes  every  day  when  I 


George  Can  i or  on  Ai.  Kaeine 

/  here  are  so  many  plays  over  Al  Kaline  s  long  eareer, 
but  the  one  that  remains  in  my  mi  ml  was  just  a  simple  jh 
hall  to  shallow  rightfield. 

After  a  long  and  exhausting  battle  with  Bostoih  the 
I  igers  were  just  one  out  from  elinehing  the  Ameriean 
League  East  pennant  of  igyz.  Kaline  had  eome  back 
from  an  injury  late  in  the  year  and  the  team  was  riding 
his  hat  down  the  stretch. 

Now  on  an  early  autumn  evening  in  a  packed  Eiger 
Stadium,  the  hall  was  lifted  to  right  and  Kaline  came  loping 
in,  waving  his  arms.  It  was  a  signal  that  it  wasfinallv  going 
to  be  all  right,  that  the  old  master  had  it  all  under  control. 

Unit  was  what  Kaline  meant  to  this  team  and  this 
city  for  more  than  20  years.  A  standard  of  excel  I  enee  that 
we  eventually  took  for  granted  until  it  was  gone. 

He  played  the  outfiekks  most  demanding  position 
impeccably,  with  the  sort  of  grace  that  makes  sportswrit- 
ers  sound  like  balletophiles.  He  was  the  last  man  an 
opposing  pitcher  wanted  to  see  at  bat  with  the  game  on 
the  line. 

If  he  had  hit  one  more  home  run  in  his  career,  he 
would  have  been  the  first  player  with  3,000  hits  and  400 
homers.  But  the  stats  dont  begin  to  tell  the  truth.  This 
was  one  player  you  truly  had  to  watch  dav  after  dav  to 
understand  how  gifted  he  was. 

He  came  here  as  a  skinny  kid  from  Baltimore  and 
remained  to  become  one  of  the  best  loved  svmbols  of 
Detroit,  lo  those  of  us  who  grew  up  in  the  505,  he  was  the 
Detroit  I  igers,  and  he  remains  a  token  of  that  lost  time 
and  place;  forever  voting  and  running  graceful Iv  free. 


lived  at  home,”  he  said. 

“I’d  wear  a  pair  of  jeans  three  or  four  days  in  a  row, 
and  the  same  shirt  and  the  same  shoes.  Who  knew  the 
difference? 

“Now  I  could  see  how  the  other  players  were  dress¬ 
ing  —  different  suits  every  day.  A  different  shirt.  A  dif¬ 
ferent  tie.  Here  I  am  with  only  one  suit  and  I’m  wear¬ 
ing  it  day  after  day.” 
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Kaline  demonstrates  one  of  his  nianv  all  around 

j 

sldlls  with  a  thelt  ot  home  in  September  1957. 

The  embarrassment  became  so  heavy  that  at  night,  he 
began  staying  in  his  hotel  room  and  hstening  to  the  radio. 

There  were  no  TV  sets  in  those  days  so  he  would 
just  sit  there  and  “sort  of  think  about  things.” 

He  finally  went  out  and  bought  himself  a  couple  of 
sports  coats. 

The  toughest  part  was  dealing  with  the  sports  writ¬ 
ers.  At  breakfast  in  the  coffee  shop,  he  didn’t  have  to 
talk  to  anyone.  He  could  bury  his  head  in  the  newspa¬ 
per.  On  the  way  to  the  ballpark,  he  could  walk  briskly 
and  keep  his  eyes  straight  ahead. 

But  after  the  games,  the  writers  would  come  around 
with  their  questions  and  he  didn’t  know  how  to  handle 
them. 

In  fact,  they  didn’t  know  how  to  handle  them.  This 
was  the  major  leagues,  so  he  had  to  be  a  major  leaguer. 


Al  Kaline’s  statistical  career 


Year 

AB 

R 

H 

HR 

RBI 

Avg. 

1953 

28 

9 

7 

1 

2 

.250 

1954 

504 

42 

139 

4 

43 

.276 

1955 

588 

121 

200 

27 

102 

.340 

1956 

617 

96 

194 

27 

128 

.314 

1957 

577 

83 

170 

23 

90 

.295 

1958 

543 

84 

170 

16 

85 

.313 

1959 

511 

86 

167 

27 

94 

.327 

1960 

551 

77 

153 

15 

68 

.278 

1961 

586 

116 

190 

19 

82 

.324 

1962 

398 

78 

121 

29 

94 

.304 

1963 

551 

89 

172 

27 

101 

.312 

1964 

525 

77 

154 

17 

68 

.293 

1965 

399 

72 

112 

18 

72 

oo 

CM 

1966 

479 

85 

138 

29 

88 

.288 

1967 

458 

94 

141 

25 

78 

.308 

1968 

327 

49 

94 

10 

53 

.287 

1969 

456 

74 

124 

21 

69 

.272 

1970 

467 

64 

130 

16 

71 

.278 

1971 

405 

69 

119 

15 

54 

.294 

1972 

278 

46 

87 

10 

32 

.313 

1973 

310 

40 

79 

10 

45 

.255 

1974 

558 

71 

146 

13 

64 

.262 

^  ^  ^ 
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Wrong. 

‘They  really  seared  me,”  said  Kaline.  “I  didn’t  even 
know  why  they  wanted  to  talk  to  me.  1  was  no  hotshot 
or  anything.  I’d  had  a  few  articles  written  about  me  in 
the  Baltimore  papers,  but  nobody  ever  came  around  to 
interview  me.  Now  the  writers  were  coming  around 
all  the  time  and  they  were  asking  me  all  kinds  of  things 
and  I  didn’t  know  what  to  do  about  it.” 

So  he  ran.  He  ran  to  the  shower,  to  the  trainer’s 
room  and  sometimes  right  out  of  the  ballpark. 

This  didn’t  sit  well  with  the  writers,  who  were  only 
thinking  of  themselves  and  their  stories.  They  began 
painting  the  new  kid  as  being  hard  to  handle,  rude, 
discourteous  and  even  stuck  on  himself. 

So  this  was  the  pubhc  portrait  of  young  A1  Kahne:  A 
talented  kid  who  didn’t  know  how  to  handle  his  success. 

It  never  was  an  easy  game  for  him  —  not  when  he 
won  the  batting  championship  in  1955  and  not  when 
he  became  an  accomplished  veteran  in  later  years. 

It  was  always  a  struggle.  He  had  to  fight  for  his  hits 
and  he  had  to  extend  himseh  to  make  all  of  those  mar¬ 
velous  catches  and  all  of  those  cannon-like  throws. 

He  asked  more  of  himself  than  anybody,  and  on  the 
days  when  he  didn’t  meet  his  own  standards,  he 
became  angry. 

He  became  angry  with  himself  and  angry  with  any¬ 
one  who  approached  him. 

He  slammed  his  bat  to  the  ground  in  digust.  He 
threw  his  helmet  into  the  dugout  in  fury.  Sometimes 
his  frustration  got  so  intense  that  he  forgot  where  he 
was  or  what  he  was  supposed  to  do  and  he  wouldn’t 
run  out  a  ball  or  he’d  pull  up  short  of  the  bag. 

This  was  the  cardinal  sin.  Loafing.  It  was  really  kid’s 
stuff,  but  nobody  knew  it,  not  even  Kaline  himself,  and 
so  the  writers  came  down  on  him  harder  than  ever. 

“I  just  never  thought  I  should  make  an  out,”  he  said. 
“I  thought  I  should  get  a  hit  every  time  up.  I  didn’t 
know  how  to  handle  it.” 


Outfielder:  Al  Kaline  1953-74 

He  didn’t  think  he  would  ever  be  a  hitter,  so  as  youngster 
in  Baltimore  —  the  son  of  a  broom  maker  —  he  worked 
on  his  fielding  and  became  one  of  the  greatest  right 
fielders  in  history,  ranking  with  Roberto  Clemente. 

And  yet,  in  his  second 
season  with  the  Tigers, 
he  won  the  American 
League  batting  title  with 
a  .340  average.  He  got 
a  $15,000  bonus  for 
signing,  not  the  $35,000 
which  appeared  in  the 
newspapers. 


Kaline  profile 

Inducted  into  the  Hall  of  Fame  in  1980,  Kaline  batted  .297 
with  3,007  hits  and  399  home  runs  in  his  career  with  the 
Tigers. ...  Won  the  American  League  batting  title  in  1955 
with  a  .340  average  at  age  20,  the  youngest  in  league  his¬ 
tory.  ...  MVP  runner-up  in  1955  and  1963. ...  Batted  .379 
against  he  Cardinals  in  1968,  with  two  homers  among  his 
11  hits. ...  Played  in  18  All-Star  games. ...  Hit  .300  or  bet¬ 
ter  eight  times  and  hit  20-plus  homers  nine  times. ...  An 
outstanding  defensive  player,  he  won  16  Gold  Gloves  and 
had  a  streak  of  242  consecutive  errorless  games. ... 

First  Tiger  to  have  number  (6)  retired. 


He  broke  into  a  grin. 

“That’s  what  happens  when  you  are  young,”  he  said. 

The  maturing  process  was  slow.  His  lofty  standards 
held  him  back  more  than  anything  else.  It  took  him  a  long 
time  —  almost  10  years  —  before  he  began  to  realize  that 
every  man  has  his  limitations,  even  himself. 

Even  when  he  played  in  liis  2,000th  game,  his  man¬ 
ners  left  something  to  be  desired.  When  the  reporters 


ALBERT  WILLIAM  K.ALINE 

DETROIT  A.L.,  1935  -  J974? 

TWELFTH  PLAYER  TO  REACH  ELITE  3,000-HIT 
PLATEAU.  SOCKED  399  HOMERS  AND  .ATTAINED 
.297  CAREER  AVERAGE,  WITH  NINE  YEARS  IN 
.300  CLASS.  FINISHED  IN  ALL-TIME  TOP  13 
with  2,834  GAMES, 3, 007  HITS,  1,383  RUNS 
BATTED  IN  AND  4,832  TOTAL  BASES.  PI,AYF.D 
100  OR  MORE  GAMES  20  YEARS  AND  HAD  242 
CONSECUTIVE  ERRORLESS  GAMES  IN  OUTFIELD, 
1970-1972,  FOR  A.L.  RECORDS.  LED  IN  HITS 
AND  WON  BATTING  TITLE  IN  1993  AT  AOE  20. 


Kaline  suffered  many 
injuries  in  his  career  but 
was  still  one  of  the  most 
consistent  players  in  the 
game.  Much  was  made 
of  the  time  he  turned 
down  a  $100,000  con¬ 
tract,  giving  back  $8,000  because  he  felt  he  hadn’t  earned 
it.  Little  known  was  the  fact  that  when  he  got  his  3,000th 
hit,  owner  John  Fetzer  gave  him  3,000  silver  dollars. 
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Kalinc  was  often  misunderstood  during  his  quest  lor  perleetion  ... 


came  around  to  his  locker  to  get  his  sentiments  about 
reaching  this  milestone,  he  was  abrupt  with  them. 

He  didn’t  think  anything  of  his  accomplishment.  All  it 
meant  to  him  is  that  he  had  put  on  his  uniform  2,000  times. 


The  difference  is  that  later  he  realized  his  mistake  in 
being  so  rude.  He  sat  there  and  said,  '‘Damn,  damn, 
damn...l  did  it  again.  Why  did  I  act  that  way? 

“1  should  have  understood  what  they  wanted. 


4  4^  4 
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Would  you  please  apologize  to  them  for  me?” 

As  a  kid,  nobody  asked  him  questions  about  any¬ 
thing.  He  had  simply  been  able  to  do  almost  anything 
on  a  ball  field.  In  four  years  in  high  school  he  batted 
.333,  .418,  .469  and  .488. 

All  he  wanted  —  summer  and  winter  —  was  to  play 
baseball.  His  parents  saw  his  love  of  the  game  and 
encouraged  him  at  every  turn. 

“They  didn’t  even  want  me  to  work,”  said  Kaline.  “I 
had  a  job  in  a  drugstore,  but  they  wanted  me  to  quit  it 
so  I  could  play  baseball.  I  remember  them  telling  me 
one  day,  ‘You  will  be  old  for  a  long  time  and  you’ll  have 
to  work  for  a  long  time,  so  enjoy  your  games  now.’” 

As  he  spoke  now,  Kaline  was  sitting  on  the  sofa  of 
his  den  in  his  home  in  Bloomfield  Hills.  He  was  look¬ 
ing  out  the  vHndow. 

“Looking  back  now,  I  can  see  how  much  my  parents 
meant  to  me,”  he  said.  “My  dad  worked  in  a  broom  fac¬ 
tory  and  he  walked  to  work.  He’d  come  home  for  lunch 
and  go  back  again.  At  the  time  I  was  in  elementary 
school,  my  mom  was  also  working.  She  worked  in  a 
whisky  distillery  rolling  barrels  up  into  freight  cars. 

“I  was  aware  of  all  this  because  my  dad  and  I  used  to 
pick  her  up  after  work. 

“She  would  be  wearing  overalls  and  we’d  pick  her 
up  at  5  o’clock.  My  mom  was  very  strong.  She  never 
complained  about  anything.  She  was  the  strongest  one 
in  our  family.  Even  though  she  was  a  little  woman,  she 
was  stronger  than  my  dad. 

“Actually,  she  had  two  jobs.  She  would  come  home 
and  cook  dinner  for  us  and  then  she’d  go  downtown 
with  some  other  women  to  scrub  floors  in  bank  build¬ 
ings.  We  would  pick  her  up  again  at  11  o’clock  and  she 
was  always  so  happy  to  see  us.” 

Young  Al  Kaline  never  had  any  money,  but  he  never 
needed  any.  He  never  even  thought  about  money.  He’d 
go  to  the  movies  once  in  a  while,  but  most  of  the  time 
he  was  playing  ball. 


...  punishing  himself  more  than  anyone  if  he  didn’t 
meet  his  own  standards. 

When  the  Tigers  signed  him  in  June  of  1953,  they 
gave  him  $15,000  in  salary  to  be  spread  over  2  ‘A  sea¬ 
sons  (or  about  $1,000  a  month)  and  a  $15,000  bonus, 
which  he  turned  over  to  his  parents  so  they  could  pay 
off  their  home. 

Near  the  end  of  his  playing  days,  the  ritual  was 
always  the  same  whenever  the  Tigers  were  riding  the 
bus  in  from  Friendship  Airport  in  Baltimore. 

Al  always  sat  on  the  right  side  of  the  bus.  That’s  so 
he  could  see  the  three  smoke  stacks  just  behind  Cedley 
Street  in  Westport. 

He  said  the  same  thing  all  the  time;  “There  it  is, 
guys... my  old  home  town!  We  lived  right  over  there, 
behind  the  powder  factory.  A  great  place  to  grow  up.” 

In  private  moments,  when  he  was  driving  into  town 
with  his  wife  and  two  sons,  he  would  always  go  past 
the  smoke  stacks.  He  wanted  his  boys  to  see  where  he 
lived,  where  he  grew  up  as  a  boy.  “I  wanted  them  to 
know  that  life  was  never  always  easy,”  said  Al  Kaline.  “I 
want  them  to  know  you  had  to  work  hard  to  get  ahead.” 


4^  4^  4- 
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Kirk  Gibson  ^  Outfield  ^  1979-1987,  1993-1995 

Gibson  s  numbers  not  spectacular, 
but  his  pure  willpower  thrilled  us 


By  Joe  Falls  >  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  November  16, 1988 


ou  always  knew  he  was  around.  He  might  be  screaming  at  someone  in 
the  clubhouse  —  he  did  that  a  lot.  Or  he  might  be  grousing  around  the 
batting  cage. 


He  did  that  a  lot,  too.  Or  he  might  be  eussing  out 
traveling  secretary  Bill  Brown  on  the  team  bus.  He  did 
that  a  whole  lot. 

You  could  not  ignore  Kirk  Gibson.  You  were  always 
aware  of  his  presence. 

It  was  that  way  on  the  field.  He  might  be  doing 
nothing  more  than  leaning  over  on  his  knees  and 
waiting  for  the  next  pitch.  Or  he  might  be  playing 
catch  with  the  center  fielder,  making  those  long,  lazy 
throws  from  his  position.  You  always  found  yourself 
watching  him. 

I  think  all  the  players  felt  the  same  way  about  this 
man.  It  didn’t  matter  if  he  was  on  your  side  or  if  he 
played  against  you.  You  knew  where  he  was  and  what 
he  was  doing.  He  commanded  this  kind  of  attention 
because  you  never  knew  what  he  was  going  to  do. 

The  anticipation  was  always  very  sweet  with  Kirk 
Gibson. 


Gibson  was  a  man  who  reached  everyone  around 
him  because  if  he  did  anything  at  all,  you  knew  it 
would  be  special. 

You  knew  it  would  be  big.  It  might  be  a  strikeout 
followed  by  a  raging  fit  of  anger.  Or  it  might  be  a  tow¬ 
ering  drive  off  the  third  deck  in  right  followed  by  a 
wild  tour  around  the  bases. 

You  watched  him  all  the  way  because  you  didn’t 
want  to  miss  anything. 

The  temptation  of  his  detractors  is  to  measure  him 
by  numbers. 

“Yeah,  but  he  hit  only  .290.” 

“Yeah,  but  he  hit  only  25  homers.” 

“Yeah,  but  he  batted  in  only  76  runs.” 

How  can  a  guy  with  figures  like  that  win  the  MVP 
award? 

These  comments  come  from  those  who  know  this 
man  only  from  a  distance.  You  have  to  get  close  to  him 


4^  >  4^ 
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to  understand  him.  You  have  to  see  him,  touch  him  and 
smell  him.  You  have  to  look  into  his  eyes  and  see  the 
rage.  You  have  to  hear  it  in  his  voice.  It  can  be  very 
frightening,  especially  when  he  is  out  of  control. 

Kirk  Gibson  is  a  bully,  and  there  are  no  redeem¬ 
ing  qualities  to  a  bully.  When  he  was  with  us,  he 
pushed  people  around  all  the  time.  He  would  tell 
you  in  his  quieter  moments  that  he  considered  him¬ 
self  a  good  man.  On  many  occasions,  he  was.  But  too 
many  times  he  mistreated  others,  usually  those  who 
were  defenseless. 

But  again,  you  could  not  ignore  him. 

He  forced  you  to  become  a  part  of  his  world  and  it 
could  be  a  very  irrational  world.  It  could  get  violent  at 
times.  He  always  gave  off  this  heat,  this  searing  emo¬ 
tion  that  was  always  welling  up  inside  of  him,  and  you 
could  feel  it  in  every  part  of  the  ballpark. 

The  reason  Kirk  Gibson  is  more  than  another 
ballplayer  is  that  when  he  reaches  inside  of  himself  for 
extra  strength,  he  forces  others  to  reach  inside  them¬ 
selves. 

He  makes  everyone  react  to  him.  He  is  an  excep¬ 
tional  athlete  because  he  brings  out  things  in  others 
that  normally  would  remain  dormant. 

We  know  of  Gibson’s  stirring  homer  in  Game  1  of 
the  1988  World  Series.  That  one  will  live  forever.  It 
was  one  of  the  great  moments  in  the  history  of  base¬ 
ball. 

But  even  more  revealing  were  the  two  home  runs  he 
hit  against  the  Mets  in  New  York  during  the  playoffs. 

Those  two  reached  everyone  on  his  team  in  a  way 
that  was  truly  inspiring. 

Everyone  in  Dodger  Stadium  went  wild  over  his 
World  Series  homer.  That  was  easy  to  do.  It  was  a 
clean  and  clear  moment. 

But  in  New  York,  where  his  teammates  were  strug¬ 
gling  for  survival,  this  man  gave  them  a  life  when  they 
didn’t  think  they  had  one.  He  showed  them  there  was 


Lynx  Henmnt.  ox  Kirk  Gibson 

Kirk  Qihson  was  a  ninth-inning  pitcher^  nightmare. 
7b  5CT  Qihson  approaching  the  plate  with  a  game  on  the 
line  in  Detroiks  final  al-hat  was  to  feel  as  if  a  movie 
director  had  taken  control. 

Something  dramatic  was  about  to  happen. 

He  hit  so  man^  theatric  home  runs  during  his  baseball 
career,  i2  of  his  ly  seasons  having  been  spent  in  Detroit, 
that  heroic  at-hats  became  an  expectation.  His  defining 
moment  as  a  Tiger  came  during  the  fifth  game  of  the 
ig84  World  Series,  when  he  homered  twice  as  Detroit 
mopped  up  San  Diego  to  win  the  world  championship. 

Qihson  s  second  homer  that  day  came  against  an  old 
villain,  Qoose  Qossage,  in  DetroiTs  final  at-bat.  It  was  a 
perfect  climax  to  an  extraordinary  year  of  baseball  in 
Detroit,  and  it  helped  lend  a  certain  permanency  to 
Qibson  and  to  his  legacy  as  a  Tigers  star  of  enormous 
color  and  excitement. 

He  was  an  outfielder  who  had  staggering  size  and 
speed,  a  perpetually  scruffy  three-day  beard,  and  a  snarl 
about  him  that  telegraphed  to  all  the  world  that  he  meant 
business. 

And  when  he  departed  Detroit  for  the  Los  Angeles 
Dodgers  in  ig88,  no  one  in  these  parts  was  surprised  that 
Qibson  would  take  his  heroics  with  him,  homering  in  the 
ig88  Wvrid  Series  to  give  the  Dodgers  a  first-game  vieto- 
rv  in  what  has  been  called  the  most  dramatic  World 
Series  home  run  of  all  time. 


a  way  when  none  seemed  to  exist.  He  showed  them 
what  pure  willpower  could  do. 

Kirk  Gibson  is  now  the  most  valuable  player  in  the 
National  League.  The  verdict  is  correct,  but  it  will  not 
sit  well  with  some  people  around  here. 

Go  back  to  Eeb.  1.  That’s  when  he  w^alked  out  of 
Detroit.  When  he  left,  only  a  few  complained.  Only  a 
few  were  upset.  It  was  mostly  a  case  of  good  riddance. 

He  was  never  my  favorite  person,  but  like  everyone 
else,  I  could  never  take  my  eyes  off  him. 


^  ^  ^ 
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Rejuvenated  Qibson  revved  up  Tigers 


By  Jerry  Green  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originaely  printed  May  9, 1993 

Imagine  this  make-believe  scene  as  Sparky  Anderson 
meets  the  media  in  his  litde  office  in  the  Tigers’  clubhouse. 

Reporter;  "How  about  the  new  guy?” 

Sparky:  “He’s  gonna  be  great,  he  runs  fast  as  anybody 
I  ever  seen,  he  can  hit  for  distance  and  let  me  tell  you 
what  a  great  attitude  he  brings  into  this  clubhouse.” 

Reporter:  “Who’s  he  remind  you  of?” 

Sparky:  “To  me,  he’s  gonna  be  another  Kirk  Gibson, 
indeed. 

“He’s  different,  but  he  isn’t,”  Anderson  said.  This 
statement  was  delivered  in  a  genuine  scene  in  the 
office,  not  make-believe.  “He’s  every  bit  as  intense,  but 
he’s  more  controlled  intense.” 

A  few  days  earlier,  Anderson  had  opened  his  regular 
pregame  radio  show  on  WJR  by  saying:  “I  always  felt 
Gibson  belonged  in  Detroit.  Like  some  players  belong 
in  L.A.,  Cincinnati,  New  York,  Gibson  was  Detroit.” 

It  was  an  admission  of  a  mistake,  not  Sparky’s,  that 
contributed  to  the  ruination  of  the  Detroit  baseball 
franchise.  Sparky  did  not  complain  then. 

But  now,  in  his  clubhouse,  he  told  a  reporter;  “Certain 
people  should  never  leave  certain  places.  In  my  opinion, 
Lance  Parrish,  Kirk  Gibson  and  Jack  Morris  never  should 
have  left  Detroit.  It’s  like  Wffhe  Mays  never  should  have 
left  the  Giants  or  if  Ted  Wffhams  played  for  Detroit.” 

Gibson  is  back  from  his  trip  around  major-league 
baseball.  He’s  rejuvenated,  older,  leaner,  his  face  clean¬ 
ly  shaved,  his  attitudes  and  work-ethic  infectious,  his 
batting  average  soaring  above  .380. 

And  unexpectedly,  the  Tigers  —  a  team  doomed  to 
oblivion  in  preseason  estimates  —  have  spent  much  of 
early  1993  in  first  place.  They  have  been  winning,  they 


Kirk  Gibson’s  statistical  career 


Year 

AB 

R 

H 

HR 

RBI 

Avg. 

1979 

38 

3 

36 

1 

4 

.237 

1980 

175 

23 

113 

9 

16 

.263 

1981 

290 

41 

212 

9 

40 

.328 

1982 

266 

34 

188 

8 

35 

.278 

1983 

401 

60 

216 

15 

51 

.227 

1984 

531 

92 

194 

27 

91 

.282 

1985 

581 

96 

248 

29 

97 

.287 

1986 

441 

84 

227 

28 

86 

.268 

1987 

487 

95 

167 

24 

79 

.277 

1993 

403 

62 

105 

13 

62 

.261 

1994 

330 

71 

91 

23 

72 

.276 

1995 

227 

37 

59 

9 

35 

.260 

have  been  fun,  they  have  been,  at  times,  electrifying. 

“I  don’t  think  it’s  fair  to  say  I’m  the  guy  who  created 
that,”  Gibson  said  about  the  changed  attitude  of  the 
Tigers.  “That  has  to  come  from  my  teammates.” 

But  Gibson’s  impact  has  meant  a  spot  in  the  pen¬ 
nant  race.  His  teammates  confirm  that. 

“I  think  I  have  a  positive  impact,  yes,”  said  Gibson, 
seated  in  the  old  clubhouse,  “But  so  do  a  lot  of  other 
guys.  But  I  fit  in  well.  There’s  a  mesh. 

“I’m  here  to  be  a  world  champion.  I  said  that  when  I 
signed.  Everybody  looked  at  me  like  I’m  nuts.  Nobody 
thought  we’d  be  where  we  are  now.  But  I  talked  as  if 
we  would  be  here.” 

The  stereo  fired  away  with  hot  stuff  and  strange 
lyrics  in  the  raucous  clubhouse.  The  shouts  and  curses 
of  Gibson  could  be  heard  above  it,  punctuating  the 
bedlam  in  the  room.  The  Tigers  had  won  that  night. 
Gibson  had  been  a  factor  in  two  rallies  with  two  sweet 
singles.  One  of  them  was  hit  sharply  to  left  field. 

Gibson  had  come  home  again,  the  same,  yet  different. 

It  seemed  a  bit  like  1984. 

Once  upon  a  time,  Gibson  was  Anderson’s  vision  of 
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the  next  Mickey  Mantle.  It  was  another  of  Sparky’s 
raves  and  it  damaged  the  prospect.  But  eventually  the 
prospect  became  a  player,  and  if  he  never  matched  the 
heroics  of  Mantle,  he  was  uniquely  Gibson. 

He  swore  an  angry  streak,  played  with  a  face  full  of 
three-day  bristles,  and  developed  a  love-hate  relation¬ 
ship  with  the  fans  in  his  hometown.  He  played  with 
the  mighty  knack  of  hitting  home  runs  when  they 
were  vital  to  his  ballclub.  And  the  Tigers  won  the 
World  Series  in  1984  with  him  a  feature  player. 

Then  he  went  away  in  a  contract  dispute  with  man¬ 
agement.  The  owner  of  the  ballclub,  Tom  Monaghan, 
said  good  riddance  and  that  he  was  a  disgrace  to  the 
Tigers  uniform.  A  lot  of  people  said  the  same  thing. 

It  was  a  horrific  mistake  —  for  the  ballclub. 

Gibson,  who  believes  it  is  unwise  to  say  what  is  bet¬ 
ter  left  unsaid,  declined  to  fire  back.  Instead,  he  proved 
the  folly  of  his  owner  by  leading  the  Dodgers,  his  new 
team,  to  another  pennant  and  then  hit  another  historic 
home  run  to  turn  a  World  Series. 

Now  after  five  years  of  exile  and  temporary  retire¬ 
ment,  Gibson  is  home,  in  the  clubhouse,  in  the  dugout, 
helping  restore  pride  in  the  old  English  D  the  Tigers 
wear  on  their  home  uniforms. 

Across  the  room,  the  newcomer,  Gibson,  was  play¬ 
ing  cards  with  his  Detroit  teammates.  He  would  shriek 
at  times,  in  words  that  cannot  be  printed;  he  always 
did.  He  would  get  up  and  stomp  around.  He  always  did. 

On  the  field,  in  batting  practice,  he  would  swing 
mightfiy,  miss  and  emit  a  mouthful  of  terrible  words 
audible  throughout  the  ballpark.  He  always  did  that,  too. 

“I  think  he  makes  people  realize  they  are  better  than 
they  really  are,”  Sparky  said. 

He  always  did  that,  too. 

But  he  is  different.  With  the  thinner  body  and  the 
whiskers  off  his  face,  he  is,  maybe,  a  tad  mellow  at  age 
36,  pushing  toward  37. 

And  believe  it  or  not,  the  batting  stroke  is  different. 


Outfielder:  Kirk  Gibson  1979-87, 1993-95 

He  did  not  have  big  numbers.  He  had  a  big  heart.  Sparky 
Anderson,  who  managed  for  26  years  in  the  majors,  said 
he  never  had  a  player  who  delivered  more  clutch  home 
runs  than  this  man. 

His  home  run  and  war  dance  around  the  bases  in  the  1984 
World  Series  might  have  been  the  most  dynamic  moment  in 
the  history  of  the  Tigers.  And  he  hit  a  winner  for  the  Los 
Angeles  Dodgers  in  the  ’88  World  Series  that  was  even  bigger. 

He  was  not  a  good  fielder  and  had  trouble  throwing  the 
ball.  But  it  didn’t  matter  because  he  played  all-out  every 
moment  on  the  field.  He  set  a  standard  for  his  team¬ 
mates  that  made  them  better  players.  He  gave  off  the 
sparks  and  they  caught  fire. 

Gibson  profile 

The  former  Michigan  State  football  star’s  dramatic  home 
run  in  the  clinching  game  of  the  1984  World  Series 
cemented  his  reputation  as  a  clutch  performer. ...  He  was 
the  first  Tiger  with  20  home  runs  and  20  stolen  bases  in 
the  same  season. ...  Was  the  American  League  champi¬ 
onship  series  MVP  in  1984. ...  Is  sixth  in  club  history  in 
stolen  bases  and  10th  in  home  runs. ...  After  stints  with 
Los  Angeles,  Kansas  City  and  Pittsburgh,  Gibson  returned 
to  the  Tigers  in  1993  and  retired  in  1995. 


Only  two  other  players  from  the  ’84  champions 
remain  in  this  elubhouse  in  ’93  —  Eou  Whitaker  and 
Alan  Trammell,  two  Tigers  for  life. 

And  it  was  Trammell  who  first  pointed  out  the  dif¬ 
ference  in  Gibson’s  batting  approach. 

Trammell  was  always  a  student  of  the  game,  of  its 
moods  and  nuances.  The  day  Gibson  left  the  Tigers, 
forced  out  by  the  former  regime,  to  sign  wTth  the 
Dodgers,  Trammell  summed  up  the  serious  loss  for  his 
ballelub.  He  said  the  Tigers  would  be  losing  their  fire, 
the  influence  Gibson  had  in  the  clubhouse,  ereating  a 
football- style  atmosphere. 

Now  Trammell  observed  Gibson  and  said; 

“He’s  had  a  great  impaet  on  our  club  in  the  middle 
of  the  lineup,”  Trammell  said.  “He’s  brought  back  a  dif¬ 
ferent  dimension.  He’s  not  striking  out  as  mueh  as  he 
did.  He’s  a  better  hitter.  He’s  going  the  other  way.” 
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Kirk  Gibson  will  always  be  remembered  lor  this  Game  5  home  run  against  San  Diego’s  Goose  Gossage, 
ebnehing  the  1984  World  Series  lor  the  Tigers. 
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Hank  Greenberg  ^  First  Base  >  1930,  1933-1941,  i945''i946 


Greenberg’s  grace  under  pressure 
made  this  Tiger  baseball  royalty 


By  Joe  Falls  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  September  5, 1986 

Hankus,  Pankus.  He  was  large.  He  was  lumbering.  He  was  a  laborer.  He 

was  ours.  Detroit’s.  Nobody  had  one  like  him  and  nobody  ever  will. 
You  get  only  one  Hank  Greenberg  in  your  lifetime.  They  taunted  him 
in  those  early  years.  This  was  in  the  Depression  when  Detroit  was  on  its  knees. 


He  came  to  us  as  a  gawky,  gangling  youngster  out  of 
The  Bronx  in  New  York.  The  other  teams  saw  his 
potential  and  power  and  called  “Jew  Boy”  from  the  cor¬ 
ners  of  the  dugouts. 

The  Yankees  were  the  worst.  He  would  not  sign 
with  them  and  now,  fearful  of  his  awesome  ability  and 
what  he  could  do  to  them  with  his  bat,  they  tried  to 
shake  his  confidence  with  their  slander. 

We  didn’t  have  blacks  in  baseball  in  those  days,  so 
they  picked  on  the  ethnics  —  the  Italians,  the  Poles, 
the  Irish  and  the  Germans.  It  was  the  way  it  was  in  the 
Depression. 

“They  reserved  a  little  extra  for  me  because  I  was 
Jewish,”  Greenberg  said.  “They  got  pretty  vicious.  One 
time  the  Yankees  even  brought  up  a  player  from  the 
minors  Just  to  get  on  me.  He  sat  next  to  the  manager 
for  protection.  I  heard  it  all  from  them  every  slur 


Tigers  home-run  hitters  Rudy  York  and  Hank 
Greenberg  pro^1ded  a  one  tn  o  punch  in  1938. 
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Hank  Greenberg  \Yatehes  his  30th  home  run  sail  out  of  the  park  against  Cleveland  on  August  3, 1935. 


you  could  think  of.” 

Hankus  Pankus  had  the  perfect  answer  for  them  — 
another  liner  into  Section  14,  lower  deck,  left  field. 
That  was  his  place  in  the  1930s  and  later,  after  the  war, 
for  a  short  time  in  the  1940s. 

It  was  the  only  way  he  could  silence  his  attackers, 
but  it  wasn't  easy  for  him. 

It  wasn’t  easy  because  baseball  was  never  easy  for 
this  man,  even  though  he  became  the  greatest  slugger 


in  the  history  of  baseball  in  Detroit  —  a  Hall  of  Tamer 
who  towered  over  his  peers  for  nearly  a  decade. 

He  had  to  work  for  what  he  got,  but  that's  the  way 
it  was  in  Detroit  in  those  days.  Everyone  had  to  hack 
out  a  living,  even  the  cleanup  hitter  for  the  Tigers. 

He  would  come  out  early,  before  the  ballpark  was 
open,  and  collect  the  kids  in  the  streets.  They  knew 
where  to  be,  and  when,  and  what  big  No.  5  needed 
from  them. 
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He  brought  them  into  the  big  ballpark  and  they 
spread  out  through  the  outfield  and  he  would  hit  base¬ 
balls  at  them  until  the  blood  ran  off  the  end  of  his  bat. 

Hank  Greenberg  was  an  honest  worker  in  a  time  of 
trial  in  Detroit  and  his  perseveranee  inspired  our  eity 
in  ways  that  raised  the  spirits  of  those  who  saw  him 
perform. 

The  eity  had  Joe  Louis  and  Jaek  Adams  and  Duteh 
Clark  and  Hank  Greenberg  and  it  was  important  — 
beeause  the  eity  didn't  have  mueh  else.  These  men  gave 
Detroit  a  reason  to  feel  proud. 

From  his  earliest  days,  Greenberg  was  special.  He 
had  style,  as  well  as  desire  and  determination.  He 
dressed  well  and  spoke  well  and  commanded  atten¬ 
tion  wherever  he  went.  You  could  tell  it  was  No.  5,  in 
or  out  of  uniform.  They  knew  him  along  Michigan  and 
Trumbull  —  and  this  was  in  the  era  before  television. 
They  played  during  the  day  in  the  1930s,  which  meant 
the  evenings  were  free  for  the  players.  Greenberg 
would  always  try  to  have  a  fine  meal  for  himself,  even  if 
it  meant  he  had  to  come  up  with  50  cents  or  more  to 
pay  for  it.  “I  remember  the  Statler  Hotel  used  to  have  a 
full- course  meal  for  $1.25,  and  every  night  you'd  wres¬ 
tle  it  over  in  your  mind  whether  you  should  pay  that 
much  for  dinner,”  he  recalled.  “1  went  there  one  night 
and  they  had  the  prettiest  waitress  1  ever  saw,  so  I  went 
back  there  for  a  week  straight  —  at  $1.25  a  night  — 
before  1  had  the  courage  to  ask  her  for  a  date.”  If  this 
man  is  to  be  remembered  for  anything  besides  those 
majestic  shots  into  Section  14,  it  was  his  royal  and  regal 
manner.  Whether  he  was  jogging  around  the  bases 
with  those  bulky  pants  bdlowing  in  the  afternoon  air 
or  ordering  a  filet  for  his  guests  at  the  Beverly  Hills 
Tennis  Club,  he  did  it  with  a  flourish. 

When  they  retired  his  number,  along  with  Charlie 
Gehringer’s  No.  2,  we  went  to  see  him  in  Beverly  Hills 
to  do  a  piece  for  our  paper.  This  was  three  or  four  years 
ago.  Doc  Holcomb  was  along  to  take  the  pictures  and 


Jerry  Green  on  Hank  Greenberg 

The  baseball  season  of  ig;^^  of  the 

proudest,  most  diverse  sports  ehampionship  reign  of  any 
eity  in  Ameriea.  Led  by  Hank  Qreenberg,  A.L.  A/ VP, 
home  run  and  RBI  ehampion,  the  Tigers  won  the  World 
Series  for  the  first  time. 

In  quiek  suecession,  the  Lions  won  their  first  NFL 
ehampionship  and  the  Red  Wings  won  their  first  Stanlev 
Cup  ehampionship.  Two  years  later,  Joe  Louis  won  the 
heavyweight  ehampionship.  Detroit  was  renowned 
aeross  the  nation  as  Hie  City  of  Champions. 

Qreenberg  beeame  the  most  productive  hitter  in  the 
American  League  in  the  wake  of  Babe  Rutlrs  departure. 
He  hit  39  homers  and  drove  in  ijo  runs  in  ehampionship 
35.  In  iggy,  he  had  i8g  RBI,  one  off  the  record  of  Lou 
Qehrig  in  793/.  In  iggS,  Qreenberg  made  a  captivating 
bid  to  match  or  break  Rutlis  historic  record  of  60  home 
runs  in  a  season,  set  11  years  earlier.  He  finished  with  58. 

In  7940,  he  led  the  Tigers  to  another  pennant  with  41 
homers,  750  RBI  and  .^40  batting  average. 

I  hen  he  was  one  of  the  first  major  leaguers  go  off  to 
the  Army  and  ultimately  into  World  War  II. 

Captain  Hank  Qreenberg  was  released  from  the  mili¬ 
tary  near  the  end  of  the  war.  It  was  just  in  time  for  him  to 
help  the  Tigers  to  another  pennant.  On  the  final  dav  0/ 
the  season,  he  hit  a  grand  slam  homer.  The  Ligers  con¬ 
tinued  on  to  beat  the  Cubs  in  the  World  Series. 

He  was  elected  to  the  Hall  of  Fame  in  7956. 


we  showed  up  in  the  middle  of  his  tennis  match.  Right 
away,  you  could  see  he  was  involved  in  the  game.  He 
waved  to  us  to  sit  down  and  went  on  playing.  He 
excused  himself  from  the  court  and  came  over  and 
shook  hands  and  led  us  to  an  umbrella-shaded  table. 
He  motioned  to  the  waiter  and  said,  “Give  these  men 
whatever  they  want,”  and  hustled  back  on  the  court. 

He  must  have  been  70  or  72  at  the  time,  and  his  age 
was  showing.  He  was  slightly  stooped  over  and  the 
flabby  skin  on  his  legs  had  fallen  over  the  top  of  his 
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Greenberg  receives  the  Most  Valuable  Player 
plaque  from  judge  Kennesaw  Mountain  Landis  on 
July  24,  1936. 


knees;  the  flesh  bounced  as  he  ran  around  the  court. 

He  wore  a  blue  L.A.  Dodgers  cap,  and  even  though 
it  shaded  his  face,  you  could  see  the  fire  in  those  eyes  as 
he  went  after  each  ball.  He  kept  up  a  running  conver¬ 
sation  with  himself; 

“Dammit!”  “Hell!”  “Bleep!”  “Bleep!”  The  profanity 


Hank  Greenberg’s  statistical  career 


Year 

AB 

R 

H 

HR 

RBI 

Avg. 

1930 

1 

0 

9 

0 

0 

.000 

1933 

449 

59 

135 

12 

87 

.301 

1934 

593 

118 

210 

26 

139 

.339 

1935 

619 

121 

203 

36 

170 

.328 

1936 

46 

10 

18 

1 

16 

.348 

1937 

594 

137 

o 

o 

CM 

40 

183 

.337 

1938 

556 

144 

175 

58 

146 

.315 

1939 

500 

112 

158 

33 

112 

.312 

1940 

573 

129 

195 

41 

150 

.340 

1941 

67 

12 

18 

2 

12 

.269 

1945 

270 

47 

84 

12 

60 

.311 

1946 

523 

91 

145 

44 

127 

.277 

1947 

402 

71 

100 

26 

74 

.249 

never  stopped,  and  you  knew  in  that  instant  why  he 
was  such  a  great  ballplayer.  He  could  not  allow  himself 
to  be  second  best. 

As  a  kid  growing  up  in  New  York,  he  wanted  to  be 
a  ballplayer,  while  his  dad  wanted  him  to  be  a  lawyer 
or  a  doctor  —  or  something  of  true  merit.  But  the  game 
of  baseball  pulled  in  the  young  Henry  and  he  thought 
of  little  else  in  those  early  years  in  The  Bronx. 

He  could  hit  the  ball  a  great  distance  but  catching  it 
was  another  matter.  Running  the  bases  with  the  gan¬ 
gling  frame  was  difficult.  But  he  never  stopped  trying 
to  learn. 

He’d  go  to  the  butcher  shop  after  school  and  con  the 
owner  out  of  a  pail  of  sawdust.  He  would  spread  it  over 
the  front  yard  of  his  house  and  practice  sliding  all 
afternoon. 

The  real  problem  would  come  later  on.  That's  when 
his  dad  got  home  from  work.  Young  Hank  couldn't 
clean  up  all  the  sawdust,  and  his  father  would  look  at 
the  mess  and  chastise  his  son. 

This  became  almost  a  nightly  ritual,  but  in  time  the 
elder  Greenberg  understood  his  son's  needs  and 
desires  —  and  soon  he  was  batting  a  few  balls  to  him 
in  front  of  the  house. 

Greenberg  wdll  be  remembered  for  many  things.  His 
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Greenberg  played  in  four  World  Series  ^^^th  the 
Tigers,  \\inning  in  1935  and  ’45. 


58  homers.  That  rainy  day  in  St.  Louis  when,  just  out  of 
the  Army  he  hit  that  home  run  into  the  left  field  seats 
in  the  ninth  to  wrap  up  the  pennant  for  the  Tigers. 
He’ll  even  be  remembered  for  taking  the  money  and 
running  —  $125,000  (a  staggering  figure  in  those  days) 
for  one  final  season  with  the  Pittsburgh  Pirates. 

But  this  sports  writer,  who  grew  to  love  this  man  in 
his  later  years,  will  remember  him  for  that  day  in  the 
press  room  in  Comiskey  Park  in  Chicago.  It  was  a 
Sunday  morning  in  1956,  the  writer’s  first  year  on  the 
beat  with  the  Tigers  and  his  first  trip  to  Chicago. 

Greenberg  was  the  general  manager  of  the  Sox. 
When  he  came  into  the  room,  the  young  reporter  slid 
down  in  his  seat  at  the  mere  sight  of  this  great  man. 

He  seemed  so  tall,  so  tanned,  so  terribly  important. 


First  base;  Hank  Greenberg  1930, 1933-41, 1945-46 


A  demon  worker,  he  would  take  batting  practice  until  his 
hands  bled  from  holding  the  bat.  He  loved  batting  in  runs 
more  than  anything  else.  He  would  tell  Charlie  Gehringer, 

who  batted  ahead  of 
him,  “Charlie,  Just  get 
‘em  around  to  third.  Just 
third.  I’ll  drive  them  in.” 

After  a  night  game  in 
Briggs  Stadium, 
Greenberg  was  so 
unhappy  with  himself  he 
had  them  turn  the  lights 
back  on  and  took  batting 
practice  until  1  a.m. 

As  a  kid  learning  the 
game,  he  did  not  know 
how  to  slide  and  spread 
sawdust  all  over  his 
father’s  lawn  and  prac¬ 
ticed  day  after  day.  He  hoped  his  father  was  too  tired 
from  work  to  notice  the  mess  his  son  made. 


HENR.Y  BENJAMIN  GREENBERG 

DETROIT  A. L. 1933  TO  1946 
PITTSBURGH  N.l,.!,947 
ONE  OF  baseball’s  GREATEST  RIGHT-HANDED 
BATTERS. TIED  FOR  MOST  HOME  RUNS  BY 
RIGHT-HANDED  BATTER  IN  1938-38.  MOST 
RUNS-BATTED-IN  1935-37-40-46, AND  HOME 
RUNS  1938-40-46. WON  1943  PENNANT  ON 
LAST  DAY  OF  SEASON  WITH  GRAND  SLAM 
HOME  RUN  IN  9TH  INNING.  PL  AY  ED  IN  4 
WORLD  SERIES, 2ALL-STAR  GAMES. MOST 
VALUABLE  A.L. PLAYER  TWICE -1935-1940. 
Ill  LIFETIME  BATTING  Average, 313.  ; 


His  greatest  disappointment  was  when  he  hit  58  home 
runs  in  1938  and  missed  tying  Babe  Ruth’s  record  of  60. 
With  five  games  to  go,  the  St.  Louis  Browns  walked  him 
four  times  in  one  afternoon. 


Greenberg  profile 

Inducted  into  the  Hall  of  Fame  in  1956. ...  Drove  in  more 
than  100  runs  seven  times  and  hit  better  than  .300  eight 
times. ...  Played  in  four  World  Series  with  the  Tigers,  win¬ 
ning  championships  in  1935  and  1945. ...  Was  American 
League  MVP  in  1935  and  1940. ...  Had  183  RBI  in  1937,  one 
short  of  Lou  Gehrig’s  A.L.  record. ...  Hit  58  home  runs  in 
1938,  tied  for  fourth-best  in  A.L.  history. ...  Has  a  career 
.605  slugging  percentage,  fifth-best  in  baseball  history. ... 
Tigers  retired  number  (5)  in  1983. 


As  the  young  writer  looked  down  at  the  table,  he  heard 
a  soft  voice:  “Hi,  aren’t  you  Joe  Falls  of  the  Detroit  Times? 
I’m  Hank  Greenberg  of  the  White  Sox.  It’s  a  pleasure 
to  meet  you.”  Greenberg  offered  his  hand  to  the  young 
writer.  It  was  the  first  time  on  the  beat  anyone  had 
called  the  young  writer  by  his  name. 

One  of  a  kind. 
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Charlie  Gehringer  ^  Second  Base  ^  1924-1942 


Gehringer  was  a  Rembrandt  who 
made  game  look  easier  than  it  was 

By  Jerry  Green  >  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  January  22, 1993 

Detroit  Tigers  Hall  of  Earner  Charlie  Gehringer,  considered  by  some  to 
have  been  the  greatest  second  baseman  of  all  time,  played  the  game 
with  simplicity,  grace  and  elegance. 


At  the  time  of  his  death  at  a  Bloomfield  Hills  nurs¬ 
ing  home  in  January  1993,  Gehringer  was  the  oldest  liv¬ 
ing  member  of  the  Baseball  Hall  of  Fame,  and  a  Tiger 
for  19  years.  He  lived  to  be  89  years  old. 

Born  in  Fowlervlhe,  Mich.,  he  was  baseball’s  proto¬ 
type  second  baseman  for  the  Tigers  from  1924  until  1942, 
when  he  left  for  naval  service  during  World  War  II. 

He  was  a  teammate  of  Ty  Cobb’s  in  Detroit  and  a  long¬ 
time  opponent  of  Babe  Ruth  and  Lou  Gehrig.  He  bridged 
baseball  generations  —  pla}ing  with  Hank  Greenberg 
after  Cobb  left  Detroit,  and  against  Ted  Wihiams,  Joe 
DiMaggio,  Lefty  Grove,  Bob  Teller  and  Lefty  Gomez. 

After  baseball,  Gehringer  served  as  general  manager 
of  the  Tigers  for  several  seasons  in  the  1950s.  He  had 
several  times  rejected  the  opportunity  to  manage  the 
Detroit  ballclub. 

Gehringer  was  a  young  ballplayer  off  the  farm 
when  he  joined  the  Tigers  late  in  the  career  of  the 


immortal  Cobb,  the  club’s  player-manager.  Cobb  was 
a  man  who  never  endeared  himself  to  opponents  and 
teammates  alike. 

“He  was  a  tough  cookie,”  Gehringer  reminisced 
last  July  in  an  interview  with  the  Detroit  News  at  the 
home  he  shared  with  his  wife,  Jo  in  suburban 
Beverly  Hills. 

“He  taught  me  a  few  things  that  were  worthwhile. 
Then  I  think  I  made  a  wisecrack  to  him  one  day,  and  he 
didn’t  talk  to  me  anymore  which  was  a  pleasure... 

“I  didn’t  dishke  him,  but  he  wasn’t  a  nice  guy  to  play 
for.” 

The  statement  was  about  as  strong  as  Gehringer 
would  ever  make.  He  was  known  throughout  his 
career  and  after  it  as  a  man  who  preferred  silence  to 
talking.  He  was  always  neat,  well-groomed  in  public, 
properly  attired  on  the  golf  course,  where  he  played 
regularly  this  past  summer  as  he  approached  90. 
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Lvw  1  1  I  XM  N(.  ON 
CoiARl  li;  Cil  lIRINOKR 

7v  Cohh.  -usho  had  an  opinion  or  two  about 
niajor-lcagucrs  oj  his  time,  once  said  that, 
along  with  Eddie  Collins,  Charlie  Qehringer 
was  “the  greatest  seeond  baseman  I  ever  sawC 

Xot  manv  would  have  argued  with  Cobb 
on  that  one.  Cjehringer  was  magie.  Qreat  bat, 
graeeful  fielder,  eonsummate  team  man. 

He  was  a  small-town  Miehigan  boy  from 
Fowlerville  who  had  sueh  a  long  and  lustrous 
eareer  that  in  1^4^  he  was  voted  into  the  Hall 
of  Fame.  Qehringer  s  stati sties  are  stunning.  A 
left-hand  batter,  he  hit  .300  or  better  in  13  of 
his  16  seasons.  He  had  200  or  more  hits  in 
seven  of  those  seasons  and  ended  his  eareer 
with  a  .320  lifetime  batting  average. 

He  also  had  good  power  for  his  day,  espeeially 
fora  man  who  was  only  3-foot- ii  and  180  pounds. 
Qehringer  six  times  hit  13  or  more  home  runs  and 
in  seven  seasons  had  100  or  more  runs  batted  in.  In 
1^36,  he  had  an  astonishing  60  doubles. 

He  was  also  at  the  heart  of  DetroiFs  ig33 
world  ehampionship  and  its  World  Series 
berths  in  7934  and  7940.  He  was  the 
Ameriean  FeagueS  Most  Valuable  Player  in 
7937  and  was  runner-up  to  his  teammate 
Miekev  Coehrane  in  1934. 

“The  Meehanieal  Man,"'  they  ealled 
Qehringer,  a  plaverof  sueh  effieieney  and  skill 
that  he  remains  to  this  day  one  of  not  only 
DetroiFs,  but  the  game's  all-time  greats. 


Charlie  Gehringer  had  a  quiet  grace,  never  wasting  words  off 
the  field  or  SA>ings  of  the  hat  on  it. 


Baseball  was  a  different  game  in  Gehringer’s  era.  He 
was  a  left-handed  batter  with  a  sweet,  smooth  swing.  He 
batted  .320  over  his  career,  winning  the  American 
League  batting  championship  with  a  .371  average  and 
winning  the  league’s  Most  Valuable  Player  Award  in  1937. 

He  was  the  piQar  of  three  pennant  winners  in  Detroit, 


in  1934, 1935  and  1940.  When  the  Tigers  won  Detroit’s  first 
world  championship  in  1935,  Gehringer  batted  .375  in  the 
six-game  World  Series  with  the  Chicago  Cubs. 

“We  won  one  out  of  three,”  Gehringer  said  of  his 
World  Series  years  during  the  July  interview.  “In  1934, 
we  got  beat  by  the  Cardinals.  The  Dean  boys  (Dizzy 
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Thrilling  threesome:  Lou  Gehrig,  Gehringer  and  Joe 
DiMaggio  w  ere  three  of  the  hig  hats  of  the  1930s. 

and  Paul)  hammered  us.” 

But  in  that  tumultuous  seven-game  World  Series 
with  St.  Louis,  Gehringer  batted  .371. 

The  sports  writer  who  knew  Gehringer  best  was  the 
late  H.G.  Salsinger,  longtime  Detroit  News  sports  editor. 

In  1937,  the  year  Gehringer  won  his  batting  ehampi- 
onship,  Salsinger  wrote  in  his  News  eolumn: 

“Naming  Gharlie  Gehringer  the  most  valuable  player  in 
the  American  League  is  conferring  a  belated  honor  upon 
one  of  the  immortals  of  baseball,  but  honors  have  always 
been  late  in  reaching  Gehringer.  He  has  had  12  complete 
seasons  in  the  major  leagues  and  as  early  as  1930,  he  was 
acknowledged,  by  his  own  professional  brethren,  to  be 
the  best  infielder  in  the  game,  but  not  untd  two  or  three 
years  ago  did  the  pubhc  begin  to  appreciate  him... 

“Vernon  (Lefty)  Gomez  nicknamed  Gehringer  The 
Mechanical  Man.’... He  rarely  ever  spoke  on  the  field. 


CHARLES  L.  GEHRINGER 

SECOND  BASEMAN  WITH  DETROn' A.L. FROM 
i§23  THROUGH  1941  AND  COACH  IN  1942.i 
COMPILED  LIFETIME  BATTING  AVERAGE: 
OF. 321. IN  2333  GA  ME  S, COLLECT  E  D  2839; 
HITS. NAMED  MOST  VALUABLE  PLAYER  INi 
A.L. IN  1937.  BATTED. 321  IN  WORLD  SERIES! 
COMPETITION  AND  HAD  A  .500  AVERAGE  ! 
FOR  SIX  ALL-STAR  GAMES. 


on  the  bench  or  in  the  clubhouse. 

“One  time  Pat  Malone  was  having  an  argument  with 
Gomez  when  Malone  insisted  that  Bill  Herman,  then 
with  the  Gubs,  was  the  best  second  baseman  in  the 
game  but  Gomez  insisted  that  Gehringer  was  top  man. 

“  ‘But  he’s  such  a  colorless  guy.  He’s  just  a  mechani¬ 
cal  player,’  said  Malone.” 

“  ‘Yeah,  I  guess  you’re  right,’  admitted  Gomez,  ‘but 
that’s  because  the  guy  is  in  a  rut.  You  see,  he  hits  .354 
on  the  first  day  of  the  season  and  keeps  right  on  hitting 


Second  base:  Gharlie  Gehringer  1924-42 


The  Quiet  Man.  He  never  liked  a  fuss.  He  signed  his  name 
“Chas.”  Gehringer  because,  “Why  use  seven  letters 
.  when  four  will  do?” 


When  the  city  held  a 
civic  banquet  for  him,  he  got  up  and  said:  “I’m  known 
around  baseball  as  saying  very  little,  and  I’m  not  going  to 
spoil  my  reputation.”  He  sat  down  and  the  party  was  over. 


Gehringer  profile 


Inducted  into  the  Hall  of  Fame  in  1949. ...  American 
League  MVP  and  batting  champion  in  1937,  and  finished 
runner-up  to  teammate  Mickey  Cochrane  for  MVP  in 
1934. ...  Played  in  a  club-record  511  consecutive  games 
between  (1927-31). ...  Batted  at  least  .300 13  times,  with 
more  than  200  hits  seven  times.  Compiled  a  career  .320 
batting  average. ...  Played  in  World  Series  in  1934, 1935 
and  1940,  winning  Tigers  first  championship  in  1935. ... 
served  as  Tigers  general  manager  (1951-53). ...  Tigers 
retired  number  (2)  in  1983. 


An  exceptional  hitter,  he 
also  was  a  graceful 
fielder  in  his  19  years 
with  the  Tigers  from 
1924  through  1942. 

They  said  he  never 
spoke  a  word.  “Not 
true,”  Chas  said.  “If 
somebody  asked  me  a 
question,  I  would 
answer  them.  If  they 
said,  ‘Pass  the  salt,’  I 
would  pass  the  salt.” 
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Ty  Cobb  shakes  bands  with  Gebringer  in  1939. 


Charlie  Gehringer’s  statistical  career 


Year 

AB 

R 

H 

HR 

RBI 

4vg. 

1924 

13 

2 

6 

0 

1 

.462 

1925 

18 

3 

3 

0 

0 

.167 

1926 

459 

62 

127 

1 

48 

.277 

1927 

508 

110 

161 

4 

61 

.317 

1928 

603 

108 

193 

6 

74 

.320 

1929 

634 

131 

215 

13 

106 

.339 

1930 

610 

144 

0 

CM 

16 

98 

.330 

1931 

383 

67 

119 

4 

53 

.311 

1932 

618 

112 

184 

19 

107 

.298 

1933 

628 

103 

204 

12 

105 

.325 

1934 

601 

134 

214 

11 

127 

.356 

1935 

610 

123 

201 

19 

108 

.330 

1936 

641 

144 

207 

15 

102 

.354 

1937 

564 

133 

209 

14 

116 

.371 

1938 

568 

133 

174 

20 

96 

.306 

1939 

406 

86 

132 

16 

107 

.325 

1940 

515 

108 

161 

10 

86 

.313 

1941 

436 

65 

96 

3 

46 

.220 

1942 

45 

6 

12 

1 

7 

.267 

Call  to  the  Hall  was 
a  well-earned  honor 

Originally  Ptinted  May  7, 1949 

Those  of  us  who  have  been  present  on  the  many 
afternoons  when  Charley  Gehringer  was  as  much 
magician  as  ball  player  are  gratified  but  not  at  all  sur¬ 
prised  that  he  has  been  voted  into  Baseball’s  Hall  of 
Fame  in  a  landslide. 

Charley  was  the  Rembrandt  of  the  second  sack, 
with  an  art  so  polished  as  to  conceal  its  art. 

Nature  endowed  him  with  superb  equipment  for 
the  game  and  a  set  of  reflexes  so  instant  that  the  right 
play  ceased  to  be  a  conscious  process. 

Very  early  he  had  so  mastered  the  mechanics  of 
infield  play  that  he  could  go  from  there  and  and  give  it 
style,  the  extra  something  that  marks  the  great  from 
the  merely  competent,  the  Heifetz  from  the  fiddler  in  a 
tavern. 

It  was  the  same  with  hitting.  Here  and  there  in  the 
league  are  stffl  batters,  and  very  good  ones,  whose  style  is  so 
patendy  Gehringer’s  as  to  leave  no  doubt  of  its  inspiration. 

As  with  many  an  artist,  his  genius  registered  first 
on  the  knowing  ones,  his  colleagues.  It  was  only 
after  the  word  sifted  out  from  fellow  players  and 
discerning  scribes  that  the  public  assayed  Charley 
at  his  true  worth. 

Gradually  it  dawned  that  no  one  else  was  doing  or 
could  do  what  Charley  did  routinely. 

The  game’s  great  include  many  second  basemen;  but 
none  was  a  greater  joy  to  watch  than  our  Charley,  or 
more  rewarding  to  those  required  to  report  on  the  pas¬ 
time  —  the  writers  who  were  in  no  doubt  that  he 
belonged  among  the  immortals.  After  all,  perfection  is 
about  as  good  as  you  can  get. 
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Gehringer’s  offensive  production  helped  lead  the  Tigers  to  three  World  Series  appearances. 


Player s  favorite,  too 

By  Schoolboy  Rowe 

Originally  Printed  September  6, 1954 

I  suppose  people  will  think  Fm  prejudieed  in  picking 
Charhe  Gehringer  as  my  all-time  favorite.  Prejudiced  or 
not,  I  have  to  go  for  the  old  Mechanical  Man.  I  used  to  get 
a  kick  out  of  just  watching  him  in  batting  practice. 

Charlie  was  the  most  graceful  player  I  ever  saw.  He 
was  a  great  team  man.  On  the  hit  and  run,  he  was  tops. 
I  never  saw  his  equal  as  a  second  baseman,  and  Fve 


been  kicking  around  the  big  leagues  for  20  years. 

One  day  in  35,  I  was  pitching  against  the  White 
Sox.  Going  into  the  eighth  inning,  we  had  a  one-run 
lead.  They  filled  the  bases  with  one  out.  Next  up  was 
Al  Simmons,  one  of  the  toughest  hitters  I  ever  faced. 

Simmons  smashed  one  back  through  the  box  that 
almost  tore  my  leg  off.  It  looked  like  curtains  but 
Gehringer  saved  us  with  the  greatest  play  Fve  seen.  He 
came  out  of  nowhere  and,  hak-falling,  made  a  back¬ 
hand  save.  With  his  gloved  hand,  he  tossed  to  Bril 
Rogell  to  start  a  double  play  that  got  us  out  of  the 
inning. 
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Alan  Trammell  ^  Shortstop  ♦  1977-1996 


Trammeirs  consistency  moved 
him  ahead  of  Rogell  at  shortstop 

By  Jerry  Green  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  July  3, 1988 

The  dream  was  first.  The  urchin  scrabbles  through  the  hole  in  the  fence 
to  sneak  into  the  big-league  ballpark.  The  lad  fields  on  the  rock- 
strewn  pitches  of  the  sandlots,  then  the  lumpy  high  school  diamonds 
and  at  last  the  dry-grass  fields  of  the  bus-trip  minors. 


“I  get  joy  from  this  game,  I  do,  I  really  do,”  Mm 
Trammell  says.  ‘This  is  my  life.  Baseball  is  my  life.  I 
don’t  know  what  I’d  be  doing  if  1  didn’t  play  baseball.  I 
graduated  from  high  school.  I  signed  and  three  days 
later  I  was  in  Bristol,  Va.  Playing  minor-league  baseball. 

“My  dream  was  to  make  the  major  leagues.” 

He  has  played  for  the  Tigers  11  seasons.  He  has  been 
the  most  valuable  performer  in  a  World  Series.  And  he 
has  been  to  the  brink  of  breakdown,  denigrated  by  his 
own  manager,  stuffed  into  deep  despair. 

Some  maintain  he  is  the  best  pure  ballplayer  in  the 
game  today.  His  manager.  Sparky  Anderson,  was  the 
first  to  say  that:  “The  best  player  in  baseball  right  now.” 

The  music  rocks  from  the  stereo  in  the  Tigers’  club¬ 
house.  It  is  before  the  ballgame.  Alan  Trammell’s  left 
elbow  is  strapped  top  and  bottom.  He  cannot  play  this 


day,  the  result  of  a  pitch  that  hit  him  point  blank  on  the 
elbow.  But  he  has  been  on  the  field,  working  at  his  posi¬ 
tion.  He  has  tried  to  swing  in  batting  practice.  It  hurts. 
Pain  does  hurt  him.  But  he  keeps  doing  his  work. 

He  sits  at  his  locker.  The  face  is  somewhat  older 
now,  at  age  30.  It  carries  the  look  of  the  veteran.  For  the 
first  time,  you  notice  there  is  a  slight  receding  at  the 
hairline.  But  the  joyous  look,  really,  it  is  unchanged 
from  the  first  time  you  saw  him,  when  he  was  19,  the 
kid  from  San  Diego.  A  rook  fresh  from  the  minors. 

The  word  is  ego.  Reggie  Jackson  had  it  in  barrels 
full.  Peter  Rose  had  it  by  the  ton.  Sparky  has  it.  Boggs, 
Brett,  Mattingly  Winfield.  You  can  see  their  egos  on 
their  uniforms.  Some  swagger  with  it.  They  glow. 

“I  don’t  consider  myself  that  type  of  player,”  says 
Alan  Trammell.  “I  think  Alan  Trammell  being  consid- 
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Trammell  w  on  lour  gold  gloves  at  shortstop. 


ered  one  of  the  better  players  is  enough.  Sparky  put  me 
in  the  clean-up  spot  and  I  did  some  things.  Most  people 
look  at  offensive  statistics  and  that’s  why  Fm  getting 
some  recognition. 

'd  don’t  want  to  change  my  make  up.  That’s  not  me. 
I’d  be  a  phony.  I  don’t  want  to  change. 

“I  heard  Sparky,  Sports  Illustrated  say  I’m  the  best. 
1  want  my  playing  to  do  the  talking.  I’m  not  going  to  go 

me...me...me...l...l...I. 


Alan  Trammell’s  statistical  career 


Year 

AB 

R 

H 

HR 

RBI 

Avg. 

1977 

43 

3 

8 

0 

0 

.186 

1978 

448 

49 

120 

2 

34 

.268 

1979 

460 

68 

127 

6 

50 

.276 

1980 

560 

107 

168 

9 

65 

.300 

1981 

392 

52 

101 

2 

31 

.258 

1982 

489 

66 

126 

9 

57 

.258 

1983 

505 

83 

161 

14 

66 

.319 

1984 

555 

85 

174 

14 

69 

.314 

1985 

605 

79 

156 

13 

57 

.258 

1986 

574 

107 

159 

21 

75 

.277 

1987 

597 

109 

205 

28 

105 

.343 

1988 

466 

73 

145 

15 

69 

.311 

1989 

449 

54 

109 

5 

43 

.243 

1990 

559 

71 

170 

14 

89 

.304 

1991 

375 

57 

93 

9 

55 

.248 

1992 

102 

11 

28 

1 

11 

.275 

1993 

401 

72 

132 

12 

60 

.329 

1994 

292 

38 

78 

8 

28 

.267 

1995 

223 

28 

60 

2 

23 

.269 

1996 

193 

16 

45 

1 

16 

.233 

“I’d  rather  talk  about  the  ballclub.  I’ve  always  tried 
to  be  a  team  player.  I  never  thought  about  or  dreamed 
of  being  a  clean-up  hitter  regardless  of  where  1  played. 
1  never  batted  clean-up,  even  when  1  was  a  kid.  1 
always  thought  of  myself  as  a  table  setter.” 

Man  Trammell  did  not  bat  clean-up  until  last  sea¬ 
son.  Lance  Parrish  had  left.  Sparky  was  groping  for  run 
production.  He  had  one  of  his  hot  flashes  at  spring 
training. 

“1  don’t  know  what  he  saw  in  me,”  Trammell  says 
now.  “At  first  1  thought  it  was  one  of  those  things.  Like 
the  Chris  Pittaro  thing.” 

Sparky  says  things  in  the  spring.  In  the  spring  of ’85, 
Sparky  tinkered  with  a  championship  ballclub.  He 
tried  to  move  Lou  Whitaker,  Trammell’s  second-base¬ 
man  partner  since  the  minor-league  days,  to  third  base. 
Pittaro  was  the  best  young  infielder  he’d  ever  seen. 
Sparky  declared.  Etched  in  cement.  The  experiment 
cracked  up  all  over  Sparky. 
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The  spring  training  of  ’86  was  the  one  at  which 
Sparky  uttered  his  immortal  line:  ‘Tain  don’t  hurt  you.” 

Alan  Trammell  was  the  object  of  Sparky’s  scorn.  He 
had  damaged  his  shoulder.  In  the  spring  the  shoulder 
hurt  when  he  threw  to  first  base.  His  mind  flooded 
\Hth  self-doubt. 

Sparky  nagged  him.  Then  one  day,  on  the  bench  of 
the  spring  park  in  Fort  Myers,  Fla.,  Sparky  delivered 
his  comment.  It  translated  into  something  about  play¬ 
ing  with  pain.  The  words  hurt  Trammell,  too.  He  com¬ 
plained  that  mind-games  were  being  played  with  him. 

‘All  during  ’86  spring  training  my  shoulder  was 
killing  me,”  Trammell  now  says.  “I  was  very  discour¬ 
aged  going  into  the  season. 

“I  didn’t  know  how  I  was  going  to  make  it.  Thoughts 
went  through  my  mind  that  I  wouldn’t  play  shortstop  again. 

“I  worried  so,  I  didn’t  want  them  to  hit  the  baU  into  the 
hole  because  I  didn’t  have  it.  I  couldn’t  throw  them  out. 

“I  was  thinking  about  this  each  day.  Constantly 
Baseball  is  my  life.  I  went  from  being  on  the  top  —  a 
World  Series  hero  —  to  a  time  when  my  belief  that  I 
was  a  bona  fide  major-league  shortstop  was  dwindling. 

“I  didn’t  know  how  to  handle  it.” 

He  played  the  first  half  of  the  ’86  season  with  this 
mental  agony.  His  shoulder  ached.  He  was  never  cer¬ 
tain  he  could  make  the  throw  across  the  infield.  His 
statistics  dwindled  with  his  belief. 

One  day  Sparky  talked  to  him.  Sparky  told  him 
there’d  be  no  more  criticism,  told  Trammell  just  to  play 
the  game  whichever  way  he  wanted. 

“Halfway  through  the  season,  everything  was  OK,” 
Trammell  says  now  in  the  clubhouse  of  a  his  first-place 
ballclub. 

“And  lo  and  behold,  it  happened.” 

The  hurt,  the  pain  went  away. 

When  Sparky  spoke  of  Trammell  being  his  clean-up 
hitter,  all  of  baseball  laughed.  Trammell  did,  too.  It  was 
a  crazy  experiment.  It  was  Sparky  in  the  springtime. 


|ei  F  Samoray  on  Alan  Irammele 

/  was  always  an  Alan  Irammcll  fan,  and  Dn  luckv 
that  I  was  able  to  watch  him  and  Lou  Whitaker  snao 

C> 

hard  grounders  up  the  middle  and  turn  double  plays 
through  their  entire  baseball  careers. 

From  their  scrawny,  sunny  rookie  years  to  the  twilioht, 
that  duo  shined  in  smoothly  making  the  difficult  double 
plays.  I  m  sure  they  could  have  turned  them  in  their 
sleep. 

At  first  1  liked  both  players  equally,  since  they  were 
conjoined  both  at  second  base  and  in  the  hatting  lineup. 
Even  their  statistics  were  near  mirror  images  of  each 
other.  But  I rammel I  separated  himself,  and  became  my 
all-time  favorite  player,  in  igSy. 

With  I  Mnee  Parrish  gone,  and  in  sore  need  of  a  cleanup 
hitter.  Sparky  Anderson  made  an  almost  unheard  of  move 
by  inserting  Irammell,  a  shortstop,  in  the  prime  power  hit¬ 
ting  slot,  dins  was  before  shortstops  like  Derek  Jeter  and 
Nomar  Qareiaparra  assumed  their  status  as  sluggers. 

1  dont  think  any  fan  could  have  foreseen  that 
Irammell  would  respond  to  the  challenge  by  a  career  year 
—  hitting  .']4g,  with  28  home  runs  and  /05  RBI  — 
while  leading  Detroit  to  an  American  Iwague  Fmst  title. 

A  MVP  year  if  there  ever  was  one.  Pm  still  upset  that  he 
didnt  win  that  award. 

For  all  the  double  plays,  my  lasting  memory  of 
Irammell  will  be  a  grand  slam  he  hit  on  a  sweaty  summer 
night  in  ig88.  With  the  Figers  down  by  three  runs  with 
two  outs  in  the  bottom  of  the  ninth,  Irammell  fouled  off 
pitch  after  pitch  on  a  full  count  before  drilling  a  Ceeilio 
Quanta  fastball  to  the  upper  deck  for  the  game  winner. 

He  was  clutch  —  in  the  field  and  at  the  bat.  In  his 
prime,  there  wasnt  a  better  shortstop  in  the  league. 

Fhered  certainly  no  other  Figers  shortstop  who  can 
match  FrammelPs  performance. 


It  was  the  smartest  darn  notion  Sparky  has  had  in 
his  tinkering-laden  career. 

“It  has  happened,”  Trammell  says  of  his  leadership  func¬ 
tion.  “I  said  years  ago  it’s  sometliing  I’d  grow  into.  Respect 
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has  something  to  do  with  leadership.  The  younger  guys 
look  for  me  to  do  things.  1  carit  afford  to  hit  .230  and  have 
50  RBI.  I  have  to  do  more  for  this  club  to  win. 

“Fve  got  to  be  involved.  Somehow.” 

For  a  season  and  a  half,  Trammell  has  hit  baseballs 
with  muscles  he  doesn’t  have.  He  has  hit  for  high  aver¬ 
age.  He  has  hit  home  runs.  He  has  driven  in  runs.  He 
has  performed  with  brilliance  in  the  field.  And  most 
vitally,  his  club  finished  first  last  year  with  an  array  of 


blue-collar  role  players.  More  amazingly,  it  is  in  first 
place  again  right  now. 

In  the  long  range,  the  switch  of  Trammell  to  clean-up 
turned  him  into  a  potential  Hall  of  Earner. 

This  ballclub  soars  on  despite  the  defections  of  its 
stars  Parrish  and  Kirk  Gibson.  It  goes  on,  largely, 
because  of  Trammell  and  his  involvement. 

“I  guess,”  he  says,  trying  to  figure  this  phenomenon, 
“it’s  because  we’re  professionals.” 
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Shortstop:  Alan  Trammell  1977-96 

He  moved  ahead  of  Billy  Rogell  on  the 
all-time  team  because  of  his  consis¬ 
tent  play  from  1977  to  1996.  Who  did¬ 
n’t  respect  this  man,  on  and  off  the 
field?  With  Lou  Whitaker,  he  formed 
the  best  double-play  combination  in 
Tigers  history. 

The  more  the  Tigers  asked  of  him,  the 
more  he  delivered.  After  the  Tigers 
lost  Lance  Parrish  to  free  agency  in 
1987,  they  put  Trammell  into  the 
cleanup  position  and  he  gave  them  his 
finest  season-a  .343  batting  average, 
28  homers  and  105  RBI.  He  finished 
second  to  George  Bell  of  Toronto  for 
the  MVP  award. 

He  did  win  the  MVP  award  in  the  1984 
World  Series,  playing  with  a  confi¬ 
dence  that  rubbed  off  on  the  rest  of 
his  teammates.  He  never  complained, 
never  alibied  and  was  courteous  to 
all.  Not  bad  for  a  guy  who  was  ner¬ 
vous  much  of  the  time. 

Trammell  profile 

World  Series  MVP  in  1984. ...  a  six-time 
All-Star  and  a  four-time  Gold  Glove 
winner. ...  American  League  record 
holder  with  Lou  Whitaker  for  most 
games  played  by  teammates. ...  Sixth 
in  team  history  for  runs  and  doubles, 
and  seventh  in  hits  and  total  bases. ... 
Best  offensive  year  was  1987,  when  he 
hit  .343  with  28  home  runs,  105  RBI 
and  34  doubles.  He  is  one  of  three 
players  to  play  20  seasons  in  a  Tigers 
uniform,  the  others  being  Ty  Cobb  and 
Al  Kaline. ...  played  2,140  games  at 
shortstop. 


WmSl 


Alan  Trammell’s  name  can  rarely  be  mentioned  \v1thont  including  Lou 
Whitaker  in  the  conversation. 


Trammell  jabs  a  thumb  towards  Sparky’s  office. 
“When  1  retire,  ITI  miss  the  game,”  says  Trammell.  “1 
didn’t  want  to  do  anything  else.” 

There  is  this  scenario.  Sometime,  perhaps  a  decade  from 
now,  George  Anderson  wih  elect  to  retire  as  manager  in 


i  Detroit.  His  successor?  Who  could  be  better  qualified? 
I  Who  learned  from  the  master?  Who’d  be  more  qualified  to 

i  be  the  next  manager  of  the  Tigers  than  Alan  TrammeU, 
:  professional.  Hall  of  Fame  shortstop,  table  setter? 

i  The  dream  is  eternal. 
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George  Keel  ^  Third  Base  ^  1946-1952 


Kell  was  never  a  superstar,  but  he 
seemed  like  a  Superman  at  third 

By  Joe  Falls  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  July  31, 1983 

The  days  were  different.  People  came  downtown  to  catch  a  movie  at 
the  Michigan  Theatre  or  the  Madison  or  the  United  Artists  and  they 
might  take  their  kids  for  a  Chinese  dinner  at  Victor  Lim’s.  Or  they 
might  take  them  through  Hudson’s  and  show  them  all  the  wonders  of  the 
mighty  department  store. 


If  it  got  too  hot,  some  would  bring  their  blankets 
with  them  and  spend  the  night  on  Belle  Isle,  searching 
for  a  breath  of  air. 

This  is  how  it  was  after  the  war  —  an  age  of  inno¬ 
cence.  The  factories  were  running  again,  turning  out 
peacetime  products  like  those  squat-looking  cars  with 
those  wide  running  boards  and  radios  that  fit  into  the 
dashboard  and  could  pick  up  Joe  Gentde  and  Ralph 
Binge  and  their  morning  madness.  Happy  days  were 
here  again,  and  the  ball  club  at  Michigan  and  Trumbull 
played  in  bright  sunshine  and  it  was  heartening  to  see 
High  Henry  back,  along  with  Doc  Cramer,  Birdie 
Tebbetts  and  Dick  Wakefield. 

This  is  when  George  Kell,  a  bright- eyed,  red-head¬ 


ed  young  man,  began  playing  third  base  for  the  Tigers. 
It  was  a  good  time  because  people  felt  good.  The  men 
were  home  from  Remagen  and  I  wo  Jima  and 
Guadalcanal  and  it  was  time  to  get  on  with  living. 
America  after  the  war  was  returning  to  work,  finding 
a  house,  buying  a  car,  having  babies. 

Today,  that  bright- eyed,  red-headed  young  man  is 
60  years  old.  He  has  not  lost  that  twinkle  in  his  eyes 
and  at  2:30  p.m.  he  will  be  given  the  greatest  honor  of 
his  life.  George  Kell  wfB  be  enshrined  in  the  Hall  of 
Fame  in  Cooperstown,  N.Y.,  along  with  Brooks 
Robinson,  Juan  Marichal  and  Walter  Alston. 

KeU  batted  .306  during  a  15-year  career,  primarily  ’with 
the  Tigers.  He  also  played  ’with  the  Philadelphia  Athletics, 


>4  4- 

73 


They  Earned  Their  Stripes:  The  Detroit  Tigers  Aee-Time  Team 


Ierry  CjRi  kx  ox  Georch:  Ixeei. 

I  he  /9_/9  American  League  season  ‘coas  memorable 
for  an  epic  pennant  race  ami  a  classic  race  for  the  hatting 
championship.  I  he  Yankees  heat  the  Red  Sox  hy  one 
game  for  the  pennant.  And  the  l  igeiY  Qeorge  Kell 
nipped  led  Williams  on  the  last  day  of  the  season  to  win 
the  hatting  championship.  Kell  won  hy  a  fraction  of  a 
percentage  point,  hatting  .3429  to  .342S. 

Kell  was  hasehalks  top  third  baseman  through  the  late 
ig40s  and  earh  igsos.  He  hatted  over  .goo  in  nine  seasons, 
including  in  all  seven  in  which  he  wore  the  Okie  English  D 
in  Detroit.  I  he  l  igers  got  him  during  the  1^46  season  in  a 
trade  with  the  Philadelphia  Athletics  for  Barney  McCosky 
and  dealt  him  to  the  Red  Sox  in  an  historic  eight-player 
trade  in  1952.  He  later  played  for  the  Orioles  and  White 
Sox,  finishing  with  a  career  hatting  average  of  .306. 

When  his  plaving  career  ended,  Kell  returned  to  the 
Figers  as  a  plav  hv-plav  broadcaster  in  radio  and  televi¬ 
sion  until  his  retirement  after  the  igg6  season.  Kell 
entered  the  Hall  of  Fame  in  igSg  and  is  one  of  only  nine 
third  basemen  in  Cooperstown. 


Boston  Red  Sox,  Chicago  White  Sox  and  Baltimore 
Orioles.  Ironically,  Kell  closed  his  career  in  1957  with 
Baltimore,  where  Robinson  was  beginning  to  earn  his  rep¬ 
utation  as  perhaps  the  slickest-fielding  third  baseman  ever. 

After  years  of  being  ignored  in  HaU  of  Fame  voting, 
KeU  was  selected  by  the  Committee  of  Veterans  in  March. 

‘When  the  phone  rang  that  day,  I  knew  I  was  in,” 
said  Kell,  now  a  broadcaster  on  the  Tigers’  television 
network.  “I  have  been  in  such  a  dream  world  since 
then.  I’m  sure  that  once  I  get  on  the  grounds,  it  will  hit 
me.  Even  now^,  when  I  think  of  being  there  with  Babe 
Ruth  and  all  the  rest.  I’m  in  awe.” 

Today  is  a  day  George  Kell  has  long  dreamed  about 
. . .  ever  since  bumping  into  Connie  Mack  in  the  eleva¬ 
tor  of  the  Sheraton- Cadillac  Hotel  in  May  of  1946. 

The  venerable  Mr.  Mack  had  been  out  to  the  ball 
park  and  they  told  him  that  a  new  elevator  had  been 


installed  to  the  front  office  and  wondered  if  he  would 
like  to  take  a  ride  in  it.  “Why  not?”  he  said,  and  he  rode 
it  to  the  third  floor.  That’s  where  the  general  manager 
of  the  Tigers  —  George  Trautman  —  had  his  office. 

Mack  walked  in  and  before  any  pleasantries  could 
be  exchanged,  he  said  to  Trautman:  “How  would  you 
like  to  have  a  third  baseman?” 

Mr.  Mack  was  talking  about  his  bright- eyed,  red¬ 
headed  third  baseman  who  had  not  performed  in  the 
manner  expected  of  him  by  the  Philadelphia  patriarch. 

Trautman,  of  course,  was  interested.  Third  base  was  a 
trouble  spot  for  the  Tigers.  They  hadn’t  had  a  sohd  third 
baseman  since  Pinky  Higgins,  and  when  Mr.  Mack  said,  “I 
wrfi  trade  you  Mr.  KeU  for  one  of  your  outfielders,” 
Trautman  scratched  out  the  names  of  five  outfielders  and 
gave  Mack  his  choice.  He  picked  Barney  McCosky,  and  the 
two  men  shook  hands.  It  was  a  straight  man-for-man  deal. 

Now,  back  at  the  hotel,  there  was  some  consterna¬ 
tion  among  players  on  the  PhUadelphia  club.  The 
Athletics  were  to  fly  to  St.  Louis  after  the  game,  and  air 
travel  was  not  the  accepted  mode  of  travel  in  those 
days.  They  lived  on  trains.  Mr.  Mack  put  it  up  to  a  vote 
of  the  players  and  when  he  met  Kell  on  the  elevator,  he 
said:  “George,  you  are  staying  here  today.” 

“Oh,  no,  Mr.  Mack,”  answered  Kell,  “I  voted  in  favor 
of  flying.  I’ll  go  with  you.” 

“I’m  afraid  not,”  said  Mack.  “You’ll  stay  here.  I  just 
traded  you  for  Barney  McCosky.” 

The  bright- eyed,  red-headed  young  third  baseman 
stayed  in  Detroit  for  almost  seven  seasons  and  grew 
into  one  of  the  premier  players  in  the  game.  He  played 
in  the  time  of  Joe  DiMaggio  and  Ted  WUliams  and 
excelled  in  a  way  that  earned  him  the  respect  of  play¬ 
ers,  managers,  fans  and  members  of  the  media. 

He  was  not  a  super  star  in  the  sense  of  DiMaggio  or 
WUliams.  But  he  has  a  kind  of  a  flair  of  his  own  that 
commanded  the  attention  of  anyone  who  saw’^  him  play. 
It  could  be  called  intensity,  mixed  with  intelligence. 


^ 
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George  Kell  worked  hard  in 
seven  seasons  with  the  Tigers, 
batting  under  .300  only  once. 


The  game  wasn't  easy  for  him.  He  had  to  work  for 
everything.  He  was  slow  of  foot  but  displayed  a  deter¬ 
mination  that  drew  the  admiration  of  those  around 
him.  George  Kell  came  to  play. 

He  went  at  the  game  with  the  same  curiosity  that  he 
did  as  a  history  teacher  back  in  his  home  of  Swifton, 
Ark.  He  wanted  to  know  everything  that  was  going  on. 


Hours  before  the  game,  he'd  be  out  there  examining 
the  ground  around  third  base.  He  wanted  to  see  if  it  was 
hard  or  soft,  wet  or  dry.  He'd  check  the  wind  conditions, 
the  intensity  of  the  sun  and  anything  else  that  would 
give  him  an  edge.  He  always  had  a  serious  look  on  his 
face  and  that  gave  people  the  wrong  impression  of  him. 

If  you  saw  him  in  the  batting  cage,  you  saw  a  man  with 
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Kell  \>on  a  batting  title  in  1949. 


a  desire  on  his  face  that  was  almost  frightening.  He  had 
thoughts  of  one  thing  and  one  thing  only;  that  white  baU 
which  was  bearing  down  on  him  from  the  pitching 


Third  base:  George  Kell  1946-1952 


GEORGE  CLYDE  KELL 

PHILADELPHIA  A.L.  W43-1946 
DETROIT  A.  L.  1946-1952 
BOSTON  A.L.  1952-1954 
CHICAGO  A,L,  1954-1956 
BALTIMORE  A.  L.  1956- 1957 
PREMIER  A.  L.  THIRD  BASEMAN  OF  1946'8  AND 
,1950’8.  SOLID  HITTER  AND  SDRErHANDED  FIELDER 
WITH  STRONG.  ACCURATE  ARM.  BATTED  OVER 
.300  9  TIMES,  LEADING  LEAGUE  WITH  .343  IN 
1949.  LED  A.  L.  THIRD  BASEMEN  IN  FIELDING 
PCT.  7  TIMES,- ASSISTS  4  TIMES  AND  PUTOUTS 
-  -  AND  DOUBLE  PLAYS  TWICE.  m 


One  of  his  most  memo¬ 
rable  moments  came 

the  day  Joe  DiMaggio  smashed  a  hard  grounder  off  his 
face,  breaking  Kell’s  jaw,  but  he  got  up  from  the  ground 
and  threw  out  the  Yankee  star  at  first  base. 


Became  first  third  baseman  in  American  League  history 
to  win  a  batting  title  in  1949.  He  beat  out  Ted  Williams 
.3429  to  .3427  and  he  did  it  on  the  final  day  of  the  season, 

getting  two  hits  while  the 
Boston  slugger  went  hit¬ 
less. 


Kell  was  no  cheese 
champion  and  came 
right  back  and  hit  .340 
the  following  season. 
Kell  played  seven  sea¬ 
sons  in  Detroit  and  was 
a  consistent  .300  hitter. 
And  for  seven  years  he 
was  named  the  league’s 
leading  third  baseman. 


Kell  profile 

Inducted  into  the  Hall  of  Fame  in  1983,  becoming  one  of 
eight  third  basemen  to  be  enshrined. ...  Beat  out 
Boston’s  Ted  Williams  to  win  1949  batting  crown  with  a 
.343  average. ...  Named  to  All-Star  team  in  six  of  seven 
seasons  with  the  Tigers,  and  eight  consecutive  overall. ... 
Included  in  eight-player  trade  with  Boston  in  1952,  going 
to  the  Red  Sox  along  with  Dizzy  Trout,  Hoot  Evers  and 
Johnny  Lipon  for  Johnny  Pesky,  Walt  Dropo,  Bill  Wight, 
Fred  Hatfield  and  Don  Lenhardt. 


mound.  He  was  not  one  of  the  merry  makers.  No  drinking, 
no  carousing.  His  mind  was  set  only  on  that  white  baU. 

Nobody  ever  made  a  greater  study  of  hitting  than 
George  Kell.  He  applied  himseK  in  ways  that  others 
could  not  understand.  He  spoke  to  everybody  he  could 
about  hitting,  players,  manager,  umpires  and  even  the 
old  scouts  who  would  sit  up  in  the  stands  and  watch 
the  pregame  workouts. 

It  was  nothing  for  him  to  change  his  stance  between 
pitches  —  moving  back  for  fastballs,  up  for  curves  — 
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and  trying  for  every  pereentage 
available  to  him.  Lyall  Smith,  who 
wrote  about  Kell  in  his  finest 
days,  said  it  was  nothing  for  Kell 
to  assume  as  many  as  four  differ¬ 
ent  stances  in  one  turn  at  bat. 

The  result  was  a  consistency 
that  made  Kell  the  outstanding 
third  baseman  of  his  day  Nine 
times  he  batted  .300.  He  won  the 
batting  title  with  a  .343  mark  in 
1949-the  first  third  baseman  in 
American  League  history  to  per¬ 
form  the  feat. 

His  favorite  base  hit  —  the  one 
he  seemed  to  invent  —  was  the  line 
double  into  the  left  field  corner.  His 
tw^o-base  hits  became  a  part  of  the 
lore  and  legend  of  the  game:  “KeU 
takes  his  stance,  leaning  over,  here’s 
the  pitch  —  there’s  a  shot  down  the 
left  field  fine,  it’s  into  the  corner . . .” 

He  hit  56  of  them  one  season 
and  drove  the  poor  pitchers  to 
distraction.  In  the  field,  Kell  dis¬ 
played  even  more  intensity  with 
the  glove  than  he  did  with  the 
bat.  He  was  ready  on  every  play,  rising  up  on  his  toes 
and  jumping  into  position  as  if  daring  the  batter  to  hit 
one  his  way  In  his  day,  nobody  was  better  in  the  field. 

They  never  gave  him  a  nickname  because  he  wasn’t 
a  nickname  type  of  player. 

He  simply  came  out  each  day  and  gave  them  a  pro¬ 
fessional  performance,  and  how  nice  it  would  be  when 
the  Tigers  honor  him  next  summer,  if  they  v/ill  let  him 
go  to  the  plate  one  more  time  and  throw  him  enough 
pitches  until  he  lines  one  into  the  left  field  corner,  two 
hops  off  the  wall,  for  a  double. 


KcII  (in  1951  photo)  was  a  magician  at  third  hase. 


George  Kell’s  statistical  career 


Year 

AB 

R 

H 

HR 

RBI 

Hvg. 

1946 

434 

67 

142 

4 

41 

.327 

1947 

588 

75 

188 

5 

93 

.206 

1948 

368 

47 

112 

2 

44 

.304 

1949 

522 

97 

179 

3 

59 

.343 

1950 

541 

114 

218 

8 

101 

.340 

1951 

598 

92 

191 

2 

59 

.319 

1952 

152 

11 

45 

1 

17 

.296 
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Bill  Freehan  ^  Catcher  >  1961,  1963-1976 


Freehan,  a  rock  behind  the  plate, 
took  the  position  to  new  heights 

By  Jerry  Green  >  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  August  9, 1988 

At  3:06,  St.  Louis  time,  on  the  afternoon  of  Oct.  10. 1968,  Bill  Freehan 

caught  Tim  McCarver’s  pop  foul  to  the  right  of  the  plate.  In  an 
instant,  Mickey  Lolich  jumped  into  Freeharis  arms.  An  entire  balk 
club  pounded  atop  the  two  of  them. 

Back  in  Detroit,  people  came  out  of  the  offiee  build¬ 
ings  and  kissed  and  yelled  and  honked  their  horns. 

Paper  fluttered  from  the  windows  and  plied  up  ealf- 
deep,  and  the  people  had  trouble  walking  through  it. 

And  there  was  so  mueh  confetti  thrown,  it  lined  the 
embankments  of  the  expressways  for  15  miles  from 
downtown. 

‘‘My  baek’s  never  been  the  same  sinee,”  Freehan  said 
in  a  flashback  to  that  day  20  years  ago. 

The  Tigers  had  won  the  World  Series  —  in  their 
normal  suspense-story  style. 

The  pop  foul,  swirling  up  and  then  spinning  baek 
down,  is  perhaps  the  toughest  play  for  the  eateher. 

“I  knew  it  was  not  a  diffieult  play,”  Freehan  said. 

“The  only  thing  concerning  me  was  that  Norm  Cash 
and  1  —  because  Norman  was  very  good  at  pop-ups 


■■  ■■ 


Bill  Freehan’s  1,581  games  behind  the  plate 
remains  the  standard  lor  Tigers  eatehers. 


-4^  -f 
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didn’t  run  together. 

“You’re  this  close  to  the  championship.  Make  sure 
you  do  everything  technically  right.  Now  the  world 
rides  on  you  making  just  that  mechanical  action.” 

Freehan  had  all  the  poise  he  needed. 

“It’s  an  instant,”  Freehan  said.  “It  flashes  through 
your  mind,  like,  ‘Norman,  Norman,  I  got  it,  don’t  run 
into  me,’  and  just  watching  the  ball  right  into  your 
glove.  I  can  recall  it  vividly  —  I’m  not  hitting  very  well. 

“The  least  I  could  do  is  catch  the  last  out.” 

Freehan  had  played  with  poise  all  season.  He  offered 
a  quiet,  unemotional  leadership  to  a  team  that  played 
with  wild,  bizarre  emotions.  He  caught  Denny  McFain 
and  Folich  and  the  sulking  Joe  Sparma.  He  played  with 
an  even  flow  —  the  counterbalance  to  the  highs  and 
lows  of  Cash,  Jim  Northrup,  Gates  Brown,  Willie 
Horton.  He  provided  right-handed  punch  while  Al 
Kaline  mended  on  the  disabled  list. 

In  the  World  Series,  he  suffered  through  a  tortuous 
batting  slump,  starting  Tfor-18,  ultimately  2-for-24  for 
the  Series  —  .083. 

“You  can  be  philosophical  about  it,”  Freehan  said. 
“How  many  times  during  the  season  do  you  go  l-for-18? 
Probably  three  or  four  times.  Except  you  don’t  have  80 
mflhon  people  watching  you.” 

But  Freeharis  staunch  catching  was  vital  for  the  Tigers. 
He  caught  the  last  out.  And  he  blocked  the  plate  on  the 
play  which  turned  the  world  Series  around — from  a  rout 
by  the  Cardinals  to  a  seven-game  comeback  drama  for  the 
Tigers.  Stih,  today,  Freehan  is  certain  that  he  tagged  Fou 
Brock  out  at  the  plate  in  Game  5.  Brock  is  just  as  certain 
that  he  was  safe,  that  he  beat  Horton’s  throw  from  left. 

“I  positioned  myself,”  Freehan  said.  “That’s  the  tech¬ 
nical  way  we  are  all  taught  to  block  at  plate.  Then, 
without  a  good  throw  you  can’t  block  the  plate. 
Horton  made  a  heckuva  throw.  It  was  about  waist 
high.  And  had  Fou  slid,  I  don’t  know.  We’ve  hashed 
this  thing  around  a  million  times  since  then. 


GeorCtE  Cantor  ox  Biih.  Freehan 

The  moment  is  frozen  in  memory.  Lou  Broek  streaks 
towards  the  plate,  needing  just  one  more  step  to  cross  and 
give  St.  Louis  the  run  it  needs  to  turn  hack  the  I  igeiL 
last  challenge  of  the  ig68  World  Series. 

His  foot  descends,  hut  in  the  fractional  second  before 
it  can  make  contact  it  is  blocked  and  deflected  by  the  left 
hip  of  Bill  Freehan.  Brock  is  spun  aside  and  Freehan 
whirls  with  the  hall  to  tag  him  out. 

Fhe  entire  Series  whirled  with  him.  Although  he  had 
been  held  hitless  until  that  point,  Freehan  s  block  ended 
St.  Louis’  chance  to  put  the  Ligers  away.  From  that 
instant  on,  it  was  all  Detroit. 

It  was  a  football  plaver’s  block,  and  that  is  what 
Freehan  had  been,  an  end  at  the  University  of  Michigan, 
before  joining  the  Ligers. 

He  was  a  raw  talent,  at  first;  a  big,  strong  kid  whose 
natural  ability  was  enough  to  get  him  into  the  lineup  on  a 
voung  ballelub.  But  he  learned  fast,  and  within  a  few  sea¬ 
sons  was  able  to  call  the  game  for  some  of  the  quirkiest, 
strangest  and  most  talented  pitchers  in  the  team’s  history. 

Freehan  was  a  thoughtful  athlete  who  worked  hard  to 
get  better.  But  so  much  of  his  energy  was  put  into 
improving  the  mental  part  of  his  game,  the  ability  to 
think  along  with  his  pitcher  and  outsmart  the  opposition, 
that  he  never  became  a  consistently  dominant  hitter.  His 
throwing  arm  was  alwavs  a  bit  suspect,  too. 

But  his  durability,  intelligence  and  sheer  determination 
to  master  the  most  demanding  position  on  the  field,  made 
Freehan  the  game’s  outstanding  catcher  of  the  ig6os. 

He  won  his  position  on  the  all-time  Ligers  team  the 
old  fashioned  wav:  He  earned  it. 


“Every  time  I  see  him,  he  says  he  thinks  I  never 
touched  him,  and  I  say  ‘I  don’t  think  you  ever  touched 
home  plate.  And  he  says,  ‘Why’d  you  come  after  me 
and  tag  me  a  second  time  if  you  thought  you  tagged  me 
the  first  time?  ’  I  said,  ‘If  you  look  at  the  replay  after  the 
collision  he  spins  away  and  he  starts  running  back  to 
touch  home  plate.  I  say,’  ‘If  you  thought  you  touched 
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home  plate  the  first  time,  why’d  you  come  back?’ 

‘‘Everybody  looks  back  and  says  it  was  a  turning 
point  in  the  Series,  but  at  that  time  you  had  no  idea 
that’s  going  to  happen.  You  just  try  to  make  a  play 
Without  a  good  throw  from  Horton  and  maybe  a  little 
indecision  on  Brock’s  part,  who  knows?” 

Freehan  caught  most  of  McLain’s  31  victories. 

“1  remember  the  crazy  coming-from-behind  situa¬ 
tions,”  said  Freehan.  “The  magic  season  he  had.  Catching 
a  lot  of  it.  You  look  at  how  easy  he  won  so  many  games. 


The  crazy  things  he  did.  Crazy  to  an  outside  person,  but 
it  was  indicative  of  his  personahty.  And  of  all  the  pitch¬ 
ers  I  caught,  I  don’t  think  he  ever,  ever,  ever  lost  confi¬ 
dence  in  his  own  ability,  I  mean  supreme  confidence. 

“You’d  come  out  to  the  mound  and  he’d  say,  ‘What 
are  you  coming  out  here  for?  You’re  just  wasting  time. 
Get  on  back  in  there.  I’ll  think  of  something.’ 

“And  then  Boog  Powell  would  hit  a  line  drive  right 
back  at  him  and  it  would  be  a  triple  play  and  he’s  out  of 
the  inning.” 


^ 
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Frechan  a  hit  before  his  Tigers  debut 


By  Doc  Green  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originaeey  printed  February  i8,  1962 

In  the  bullpen  at  Henley  Field,  the  pitchers  were 
waiting  their  turn  to  pitch  the  one  inning  in  the  first 
intrasquad  game  of  the  early  camp  when  this  large  ani¬ 
mal  approached  the  batter’s  box. 

“Here’s  the  phenom  now,”  remarked  Hank  Aguirre 
casually  and  without  rancor.  “Maybe  the  best  looking 
rookie  I  ever  saw.” 

Bril  Freehan  —  the  Detroit  $100,000  gamble  — 
selected  a  pitch  and  lined  it  off  the  left-field  wall  for 
two  bases. 

“Easy,  ain’t  it,”  said  Aguirre. 

The  20-year-old  Detroit  catching  property  singled 
his  next  time  at  bat,  did  all  the  things  he  was  supposed 
to  do  as  a  backstop,  then  was  extracted  from  the  line¬ 
up  and  trotted  out  to  the  bullpen  to  help  warm  up  the 
impending  pitchers. 

Neither  General  Manager  Rick  Ferrell  nor  Manager 
Bob  Scheffing,  both  of  them  ex- catchers,  expect  the 
Royal  Oak  stripling  of  6  feet  3,  218  pounds  to  sudden¬ 
ly  alleviate  the  hoary  problem  that  exists  behind  the 
plate  for  the  Tigers. 

“On  the  other  hand,”  remarked  Ferrell,  “you  sort  of 
keep  waiting  for  him  to  do  something  wrong.” 

Freehan  sat  down  on  a  folding 
chair  and  wiped  the  perspiration 
from  the  high  cheekbones  derived 
from  the  trace  of  Indian  blood  on 
his  maternal  side. 

“Have  I  thought  about  making 
it  the  first  year?”  he  answered.  “I 
guess  yes.  I  think  about  it.  But  I’m 


Bill  Freehan’s  statistical  career 


Year 

AB 

R 

H 

HR 

RBI 

Avg. 

1961 

10 

1 

4 

0 

4 

.400 

1963 

300 

37 

73 

9 

36 

.243 

1964 

520 

69 

156 

18 

80 

.300 

1965 

431 

45 

101 

10 

43 

.234 

1966 

492 

47 

115 

12 

46 

.234 

1967 

517 

66 

146 

20 

74 

.282 

1968 

540 

73 

142 

25 

84 

.263 

1969 

489 

61 

128 

16 

49 

.262 

1970 

395 

44 

95 

16 

52 

.241 

1971 

516 

57 

143 

21 

71 

.277 

1972 

374 

51 

98 

10 

56 

.262 

1973 

380 

33 

89 

6 

29 

.234 

1974 

445 

58 

132 

18 

60 

.297 

1975 

427 

42 

105 

14 

47 

.246 

1976 

237 

22 

64 

5 

27 

.270 

not  catching  well.  I  made  a  lot  of  mistakes  last  year  at 
Duluth  and  Knoxville.  It  was  embarrassing.  I  made 
mistakes  I  know  better  than  to  make.  I  had  a  lot  of 
passed  balls.” 

He’s  sort  of  a  half-bashful  young  man,  friendly, 
unassuming  and  popular  with  the  other  players,  a 
kid  who  has  beaten  the  jealousy  rap  through  a  nat¬ 
ural  modesty. 

“I  don’t  worry  about  hitting  any,”  he  said  blithely. 
“But,  well,  I  like  to  the  run  the  game.  That’s  one  of  the 
reasons  I  like  catching.  But  it’s  hard  for  a  kid  like  me  to 

call  pitchers  for  (Don)  Mossi  or 
(Frank)  Fary  or  anybody,  for  that 
matter.  That  would  be  tough.” 

Since  if  he  doesn’t  worry  about 
liitting,  he’s  the  only  ball  player  in 
the  history  of  this  summer  non¬ 
sense  who  doesn’t,  this  seemed  to 
merit  further  explanation. 


'7  would  like  to  be  the  best 
catcher  that,  well,  there s  ever 
been,  Isnt  that  somethin^ 

o 

I  ve  got  a  long  wav  to  go.” 
Bill  Frllhan 

^  ^  ^ 
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Catoher:  Bill  Freehan  1961, 1963-76 

A  product  of  the  Detroit  sandlots  and  the  Unversity  of 
Michigan,  from  1963  to  1976,  with  a  brief  appearance  in 
1961.  He  called  the  pitches  for  the  1968  champions  but 
even  more  impressive  is  that  he  played  for  eight  man¬ 
agers  and  they  all  wanted  him  to  catch  their  way. 

This  meant  he  had  to  make  constant  adjustments  in  his 
style,  not  to  mention  his  thinking.  It  was  like  he  had  to 
keep  relearning  the  game  to  suit  his  bosses.  He  never 
complained,  never  used  it  as  an  alibi  when  things  weren’t 
going  well. 

He  was  a  rock  behind  the  plate  —  a  large  man  who  knew 
what  he  was  doing.  He  was  not  a  great  hitter  but  he  was 
dependable  in  everything  he  did  —  a  complete  team  player. 

Freehan’s  profile 

An  11-time  All-Star,  the  Detroit  native  spent  his  entire 
career  with  the  Tigers. ...  Won  five  Gold  Gloves  during  his 
15-year  career. ...  Has  the  third  highest  fielding  percent¬ 
age  (.993)  among  catchers. ...  Played  in  11  All-Star 
games,  including  10  in  a  row.  He  caught  all  15  innings  of 
the  1967  All-Star  game.  Ninth  in  team  history  in  home 
runs,  and  10th  in  games  played. 


‘TVe  just  always  hit,”  he  said  simply. 

Always,  means  from  back  in  the  sixth  and  seventh 
grades  when  the  Tiger  talent  searcher  Louis 
dAnnunzio  first  began  to  hear  reports  about  him.  He 
continued  to  “always  hit”  summers  on  the  local  sand- 
lots  when  he  was  playing  for  Vince  Desmond,  and  at  2 
o’clock  in  the  morning  last  spring,  the  night  the  NCAA 
college  baseball  tournament  in  Omaha  was  over  and  he 
became  eligible  and  did  sign  a  contract,  he’d  still 
always  hit. 

He’d  set  a  new  Big  Ten  hitting  record  of  .434  at 
Michigan  to  break  a  mark  established  by  Yankee  first 
baseman  Bril  Skowron,  when  the  latter  was  battling 
the  professors  at  Purdue. 

Last  season  Lreehan  played  his  first  professional  bit 
at  Duluth,  opening  there  in  a  doubleheader  and  getting 
four  hits  while  stirring  the  citizenry  with  his  throws  to 
second  base. 


Between  games  they  placed  a  small  nah  keg  on  sec¬ 
ond  base  for  one  of  those  turns  of  hippodrome 
employed  in  the  minors,  and  Lreehan  knocked  the  keg 
off  the  bag  with  his  first  two  throws. 

He  graduated  from  Duluth  to  Knoxville  and  then  in 
the  final  two  weeks  of  the  season  to  Detroit  where,  as 
you  know,  he  hit  .400  in  his  first  testing  at  major  league 
pitching.  What  had  he  said?  “Always  hit.” 

“I’m  not  catching  well  though,”  he  said  again. 

“Did  you  ever  consider  playing  somewhere  else?,” 
seemed  a  proper  question. 

“Absolutely  not,”  he  said,  making  it  sound  like  a  dec¬ 
laration.  “I’ve  played  the  outfield  and  first  base,  but 
what’s  the  quickest  way  up  to  the  big  leagues? 
Catching.  Suppose  I  was  an  outfielder.  I’ve  got  (Al) 
Kaline,  (Billy)  Bruton  and  (Rocky)  Colavito  in  front  of 
me.  I  could  get  old  waiting.  Or  at  first  base  —  I’d  have 
(Norm)  Cash.  No,  I’m  a  catcher.” 

He  paused  a  moment. 

“I  would  like  to  be  the  best  catcher  that,  well, 
there’s  ever  been.  Isn’t  that  something.  I’ve  got  a  long 
way  to  go.” 

Later,  Lerrell  mentioned,  “You  know,  after  the 
game  I  said  something  like  Mice  going’  to  him  and  he 
said  that  to  me  about  how  he  wasn’t  catching  well. 
He’s  catching  better  than  he  thinks  he  is.  He’s  big 
for  a  catcher  but  he  gets  down  low  and  he’s  in  per¬ 
fect  balance.  A  catcher  has  trouble  with  low  balls  in 
the  dirt  but  they  don’t  seem  to  bother  him  too 
much.” 

“He’s  the  first  guy  out  in  the  morning  and  the  last 
one  in,”  offered  business  manager  Jimmy  Campbell. 
“You  have  to  keep  him  from  wearing  himself  out.” 

As  I  said,  no  one  seriously  thinks  that  Lreehan  will 
make  it  his  first  year  —  since  no  one  ever  does  —  but 
they  watch  and  wait. 

They’re  waiting  for  him  to  do  something  wrong. 

And  holding  their  breath  that  he  won’t. 


^  ^ 
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Jack  Morris  ^  Right  Hand  Pitcher  1977-1990 


Mt.  Morris  could  explode  at  any 
moment,  but  so  could  his  fastball 

By  Joe  Falls  ^  The  Detroit  News 

Originally  printed  February  6, 1991 

If  I  had  to  sum  up  Jack  Morris  in  one  word,  the  word  would  be;  Mad.  He 
always  seemed  to  be  mad  at  something.  Or  somebody.  And  he  let  his  anger 
show.  He  made  little  effort  to  hide  it.  He  was  always  seething.  He  was  at 
his  worst  when  he  was  sneering  at  people. 


I  never  understood  him.  Not  fully 
anyway.  1  knew  he  was  a  great  com¬ 
petitor. 

You  have  to  give  the  man  that 
much.  He  would  get  mad  when  things 
didn’t  go  right.  He  could  get  upset 
mth  himself,  his  fielders,  his  batters 
—  even  his  manager  —  and  it  would 
Just  tear  him  up.  He  could  not  retain 
his  composure. 

He  had  to  lash  out  at  somebody. 

Usually  it  was  members  of  the  media. 

Morris  could  hardly  take  it  out  on  his  teammates, 
except  in  obUque  ways.  He  had  to  hve  with  them  and 
work  with  them.  He  would  rip  management  for  not  doing 
the  things  he  thought  they  should  do  to  have  a  better 


team.  Again,  he  seldom  named  names. 

Morris’  favorite  target  became  the 
media  —  mostly  the  writers.  He  lashed 
out  at  them  again  and  again,  and  if  you 
didn’t  hear  the  anger  in  his  voice,  you 
could  see  it  in  his  face. 

He  never  cared  for  us  that  much.  1 
always  felt  he  thought  we  were  a  httle 
on  the  stupid  side.  What  he  really  felt,  in 
my  opinion,  is  that  he  couldn’t  control 
i  us,  and  that  was  a  source  of  irritation  to  him. 
i  Morris  —  a  strong  pitcher  —  could  be  the  ultimate 
enigma.  A  couple  of  years  ago  he  sounded  off  to  a  cou¬ 
ple  of  Minnesota  writers  about  the  way  the  Tigers 
i  were  doing  something.  Or  not  doing  something.  The 
i  subject  is  not  important. 

^ 


Jack  Morris  is  a  smart 
guv^  lout  not  as  smart  as 
he  til  inks  he  is.  If  he 
was,  he  wouldn’t  have 
had  all  this  trouble  in 
Detroit ...  and  he 
would  have  been  a 
much  happier  man. 
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He  told  the  Minnesota  writers  not  to  tell  the  Detroit 
wTiters  how^  he  felt,  but  they  did  the  moment  they  got 
to  the  press  box.  That  was  wrong  of  the  Minnesota 
WTiters.  They  should  have  kept  their  word  to  Morris. 

But  the  Detroit  writers  were  going  to  find  out  the 
next  morning  when  they  read  the  Minneapolis  and  St. 
Paul  papers.  Morris’  blast  was  top-line  stuff. 

So,  what  did  Morris  do  when  he  found  out  the 
Minnesota  writers  spilled  the  beans  to  the  Detroit 
WTiters?  Did  he  get  mad  at  them?  Nope.  He  got  mad  at 
the  Detroit  writers  and  wouldn’t  speak  to  them  for  the 
rest  of  the  season. 

I  always  felt  bad  that  Morris  had  such  a  chip  on  his 
shoulder  because  he  knew  more  about  the  workings 
of  baseball  than  anyone  on  the  team,  and  he  had  the 
ability  to  express  himself  in  ways  that  nobody  else 
did.  He  had  the  best  mind,  I  thought,  since  Al  Kaline. 

I  liked  talking  baseball  with  him  because  he  was 
so  well  versed.  We  would  have  this  one  good  discus¬ 
sion  every  spring.  It  would  take  place  in  the  first 
w^eek  of  camp.  I’d  try  to  go  to  him  with  thoughtful 
questions,  and  he  always  responded  with  some  won¬ 
derful  answers. 

But  that  was  it. 

Before  long  somebody  would  write  something  he 
didn’t  like  —  and  it  usually  wasn’t  me,  though  I  took 
my  shots  —  and  he  wouldn’t  talk  anymore.  I  felt  a  lot 
of  vcisdom  went  to  waste. 

One  year  I  talked  him  into  doing  a  five-part  series 
on  how  to  pitch  in  the  major  leagues.  To  this  day,  I  felt 
it  was  some  of  the  best  baseball  writing;  I  have  ever 
done,  not  because  of  my  efforts  ...  I  merely  recorded  his 
words  ...  but  because  of  all  the  revealing  things  he  had 
to  say  about  himself  and  his  profession. 

George  Will,  the  national  columnist  from 
Washington,  was  so  impressed  with  Morris’  com¬ 
ments  that  he  called  me  and  said  he  was  doing  a  book 
on  baseball  and  wanted  Morris  to  be  the  subject  of  his 


loM  GaCtK  ox  Jack  Morris 

Sometimes  Jaek  Morris  was  too  eompetitive  for  his 
own  good.  It  gaee  him  an  angry  edge.  But  that  edge  was 
just  another  reason  Morris  heeame  an  outstanding  piteher. 

As  a  reporter,  it  took  me  a  long  time  to  figure  Jaek 
out.  Maybe  I  never  did.  But  at  least  I  think  I  did.  On  a 
different  level,  verbal  instead  of  physieal,  we  were  his 
opposition  almost  as  mueh  as  the  hitters  in  the  box. 

I  he  eom petition  didnt  stop  with  the  final  out  for 
Morris,  now  it  was  time  to  eompete  with  the  media  after 
the  game.  What  he  expeeted,  however,  and  what  he 
liked  most  was  for  us  to  be  as  eompetitive  with  him  as  he 
was  with  us.  Jaek  wanted  repartee,  he  thrived  on  ehal- 
lenging  responses.  That  was  his  nature. 

I  remember  f  king  baek  to  Detroit  from  Boston  years  ago. 
It  wasnt  the  team  f  light,  but  for  some  reason  Morris  was  on 
it.  He  and  the  media  were  at  odds  at  the  time,  one  of  those 
oeeasions,  so  \>ou  imagine  how  we  both  felt  when  we  found 
that  we  were  sitting  ne.xt  to  eaeh  other  on  the  flight. 

But  instead  of  silenee  in  thisforeed  environment,  we 
ended  up  talking  the  entire  wa\i  on  a  variety  of  subjeets. 

No  baseball,  though. 

It  was  a  turning  point  for  me  in  understanding  him. 

At  the  ballparks,  he  had  opponents.  He  wanted  oppo¬ 
nents.  Off  the  field,  though,  we  werent  a  threat. 

It  was  all  a  game,  a  marvelous  ehallenge  game  to  laek 
Morris.  He  was  good  at  it.  One  of  the  best. 


section  on  pitching. 

I  told  him  all  I  knew  about  Jack  and  sent  him  some 
day  newspaper  clips  from  our  fries. 

When  the  book  came  out,  Whl  wrote  about  Orel 
Hershiser  of  the  Los  Angeles  Dodgers.  I  asked  him 
what  happened  to  Morris  and  Will  said;  “He  just 
wouldn’t  cooperate  with  me.” 

Jack  Morris  is  a  smart  guy,  but  not  as  smart  as  he 
thinks  he  is.  If  he  was,  he  wouldn’t  have  had  all  this 
trouble  in  Detroit  ...  and  he  would  have  been  a  much 
happier  man. 


^  ^  ^ 
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Durable  Morris  pitched  through  the  pain 


By  Doug  Bradford 

Originaeey  printed  May  29, 1978 

Jack  Morris  turned  back  the  eloek  Saturday. 
Time  vvtII  tell  if  the  22''year-old  Tiger  right-han¬ 
der  made  the  right  gamble. 

“Just  give  me  the  ball,”  Morris  said  during  the 
week.  “I  don’t  care  if  my  shoulder  hurts.  I’ll  pit  eh 
anyway.” 

Ah,  the  words  to  gladden  the  hearts  of 
those  who  remember  the  one-cent  Babe  Ruth 
candy  bar,  10-cent  movies,  three-cent 
stamps,  Ty  Cobb’s  slashing  spikes... 

Now  there’s  a  pitcher,  the  old-timers  say, 
that  Morris. 

Why  everyone  knows  that  pitching  arms 
hurt;  that  you  just  got  to  grit  your  teeth  and 
hum  it.  Whoever  heard  of  Bob  Feller  or  Lefty 
Grove  or  Walter  Johnson  having  tendinitis? 

Whoever  heard  of  phlebitis  until  President 
Nixon  had  it? 

There  is,  you  see,  a  growing  suspicion  among 
some  that  Mark  “The  Bird”  Fidrych  and  Dave 
“The  Rose”  Rozema  have  a  bigger  problem  in 
their  heads  than  in  their  shoulders.  Like  one  is 
attached  to  the  other. 

Rozema  and  Fidrych  are  on  the  zany  side,  say 
the  oldsters.  Maybe  they  just  think  their  shoul¬ 
ders  hurt. 

They  sure  are  thinking  about  them,  Fidrych 
went  into  such  a  funk  before  being  sent  to 
Florida  for  treatment  under  the  sun  that  he 
wouldn’t  talk  —  not  even  to  the  baseball. 

Rozema  said  yesterday  he  is  going  to  consult 
his  private  doctor  to  find  out  why  he  can’t  pitch 


Morris  won  20  games  twice  with  the  Tigers. 
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more  than  a  few  innings  without  pain. 

He  showed  the  palms  of  his  hands,  which  were 
shedding  skin. 

'‘Nerves,”  he  said. 

Morris  doesn’t  know  what’s  wrong  with  his  shouE 
der,  and  maybe  his  problem  isn’t  as  severe  as  those  of 
his  teammates. 

But  he’s  sure  he  has  the  pain.  It  found  him  last  July 
and  it  hasn’t  left  since. 

Morris  had  gone  only  3V3  innings  on  May  18, 
against  Milwaukee  before  the  pain  drove  him  to  the 
bench. 

Then  he  was  rocked  in  one  inning  of  relief  on  May 
21  against  Boston.  The  Tigers  called  up  Steve  Baker 
from  the  minors  and  dispatched  Morris  to  relief 
duty. 

Demoted  to  the  bullpen  to  find  new  strength, 
Morris  became  anxious  to  work  back  into  the  starting 
rotation. 

So  Morris  said  to  hell  with  the  pain,  and  went  after 
the  Red  Sox  in  three  good  innings  Saturday  in  relief. 
He  made  one  bad  pitch  —  a  changeup  —  and  Jim  Rice 
popped  it  over  the  short  left-field  wall. 

“One  of  those  soft  ones,”  said  old-timers.  “Boy,  you 
got  to  fire  that  rock.” 

Dizzy  Dean  used  to  call  it  “Powder  River.”  Today, 
it’s  good  velocity.  Well,  times  have  changed. 

No  matter.  It  will  be  interesting  to  see  if  Morris  can 
fight  his  way  back  and  live  up  to  the  promise  of  his 
1977  showing. 

“I  can’t  rear  back  now,”  he  said,  “so  I  have  to  put  my 
body  more  into  it,  and  I  came  through  with  my  arm 
different.  I  can’t  muscle  the  ball  up  there.” 

He  went  through  a  series  of  motions  to  demon¬ 
strate.  If  he  can’t  pitch  he  might  make  a  good  third 
base  coach. 

Some  pitchers  live  with  tendinitis,  others  cannot. 
One  who  does  is  Boston’s  Bhl  Lee. 


Morris  transformed  liis  anger  into  198  >ictories. 


Jack  Morris’s  statistical  career 


Year 

W-L 

IP 

H 

HR 

80 

ERA 

1977 

1-1 

45 

38 

4 

28 

3.74 

1978 

3-5 

106 

107 

8 

48 

4.33 

1979 

17-7 

197 

179 

19 

113 

3.28 

1980 

16-15 

250 

252 

20 

112 

4.18 

1981 

14-7 

198 

153 

14 

97 

3.05 

1982 

17-16 

266 

247 

37 

135 

4.06 

1983 

20-13 

293 

257 

30 

232 

3.34 

1984 

18-11 

240 

221 

20 

148 

3.60 

1985 

16-11 

257 

212 

21 

191 

3.33 

1986 

21-8 

267 

229 

40 

223 

3.27 

1987 

18-11 

266 

227 

39 

208 

3.38 

1988 

15-13 

235 

225 

20 

168 

3.94 

1989 

6-14 

170 

189 

23 

115 

4.86 

1990 

15-18 

249 

231 

26 

162 

4.51 
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Right-handed  pitcher: 

Jack  Morris  1977-1990 

They  called  him  Mt.  Morris  because  of 
his  volcanic  explosions  on  the  field  and  in 
the  clubhouse.  He  would  often  apologize 
for  his  behavior,  then  get  mad  again. 

He  was  a  tremendous  competitor, 

Sparky  Anderson’s  most  dependable 
pitcher.  He  brought  the  split-finger  pitch 
to  a  high  level.  It  helped  him  to  two  20- 
game  seasons  and  a  no-hitter. 

And  he  liked  to  talk  the  tough  talk.  He 
said:  “I  like  to  embarrass  players  on 
other  teams.  I  like  making  them  look  bad 
because  that’s  what  they’re  trying  to  do 
to  me.” 

But  he  could  also  be  the  imp.  When  he  was 
asked  for  an  interview  before  a  big  series 
with  Toronto,  he  said:  “Hi  everybody! 

“This  is  the  biggest  series  in  the  history 
of  baseball.  If  we  lose,  we  are  finished 
for  all  time.  If  we  win,  we  are  World 
Champions. 

“Thank  you  and  goodbye.” 

Morris’  profile 

In  14  seasons  with  the  Tigers,  Morris  was 
the  team’s  dominant  pitcher. ...  During 
the  1980s  he  averaged  16  victories  each 
season.  During  the  decade  his  162  victo¬ 
ries,  133  complete  games,  2,443  innings 
and  332  starts  was  tops  in  baseball.  His 
1,629  strikeouts  were  third  behind  only 
Nolan  Ryan  and  Fernando  Valenzuela. ... 

Named  to  four  All-Star  games,  and  start¬ 
ed  in  1981  and  1985. ...  Won  20  games 
twice. ...  Tossed  a  no-hitter  at  Comiskey 
Park  on  April  7, 1984.  Morris  averaged  16  wins  a  year  during  the  1980s. 


He  has  his  own  theory,  claiming  that  a  lack  of  oxy¬ 
gen  in  the  stomach  is  the  culprit. 

If  you  have  a  tough  stomach,  he  says,  you  won’t  have 
a  bad  shoulder. 

A  guy  out  in  California  claims  that  the  physical  ail¬ 


ments  that  plague  today’s  young  ballplayers  stem  from 
nutritional  deficiency. 

Of  course,  he  sells  nutrients  with  scientific  names. 
In  the  old  days  they  would  have  called  him  a  medicine 
man  and  his  wares  elixir  or  snake  oil. 
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Hal  Newhouser  Leet-Hand  Pitcher  ♦  i939'^i953 


Newhouser  dominated  his  era, 
but  wartime  player  label  lingered 


By  Lynn  Henning  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  June  3, 1986 


At  a  dusty  ballyard  in  Detroit,  or  at  one  of  those  neat,  cyclone Tenced 
suburban  parks  where  the  grass  actually  features  more  sod  than 
weeds,  Hal  Newhouser  sometimes  spots  a  good  one. 


He  will  be  6-foot-2  or  6-3,  run  well,  throw  well, 
swing  a  good  bat,  too,  even  if  he’s  a  pitching  prospect. 
He  will  be  an  athlete.  A  raw  talent.  The  kind  of  kid 
Newhouser  and  the  Houston  Astros  club  for  which  he 
scouts  may  want  to  sign. 

Newhouser  will  study  something  else  as  he  sits 
inconspicuously  in  the  stands. 

He  will  look  for  clues  as  to  the  youngster’s  psycho¬ 
logical  makeup.  Is  the  kid  serious  about  baseball? 
Serious  enough  to  study  the  game  and  develop  some 
elementary  form  of  a  pitching  stratagem? 

There  will  be  clues  as  Newhouser  inspects  from  his 
cold  bleacher  seat.  And  if  the  salt-and-pepper-haired 
scout  detects  that  the  kid  has  a  bit  of  a  temper  to  go 
with  his  teen-age  prowess,  Newhouser’s  interest 
climbs,  because  that  was  precisely  his  style  during  a  15- 
year  career  in  Detroit  that  somehow  escaped  being  a 
Hall  of  Fame  career.  (Newhouser  was  finally  inducted 


William  G.  E^ans  and  Ne\\hoiiscr  hold  a  liiclw 
horseshoe  as  Newhouser  signs  his  contract  in  1948. 

in  1992). 

His  temper,  concedes  Hal  Newhouser,  exceeded  any¬ 
thing  shown  by  modern-day  Tigers  smokestack  Jack 
Morris.  “Mine  was  10  times  worse  than  his,” 
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NewTouser  says,  munching  on  a  club  sandwich.  'Tver 
been  in  the  tunnel  leading  from  the  dugout  to  club¬ 
house? 

"Yeah.  Light  bulbs.  They  could  always  count  how  far 
I  was  through  —  pow-pow-pow  —  1  took  every  one  of 
em.  Somebody  would  say,  ‘Oh,  Hal’s  up  the  steps  now.’ 

"There  were  a  few  buttons  off  the  uniform,  too.” 

He  broke  in  with  Detroit  in  1939,  went  to 
Cleveland  in  1954,  and  was  out  of  baseball  the  fol¬ 
lowing  year,  taking  with  him  some  monstrous  num¬ 
bers:  207  victories,  150  defeats,  a  3.06  earned  run 
average  and  back-to-back  Most  Valuable  Player 
awards  in  1944  and  45  —  the  only  major-leaguer  ever 
to  win  consecutive  MVP  titles. 

He  destroyed  the  league  from  1944-46,  rolling  up 
records  of  29-9, 25-9  and  26-9.  The  ERA  numbers  were 
equally  overwhelming:  2.22, 1.81  and  1.94. 

And  then  there  were  the  classic  Sunday  duels  that 
baseball  historians  sthl  cite  as  some  of  the  game’s 
finest  hours  in  pure  head-to-head  pitching  artistry: 
Newhouser  vs.  Cleveland’s  Bob  Eeller.  Plan  on  a  1-0,  2- 
1  game.  And  about  an  hour,  45  minutes  would  do  it. 

"It  never  was  preprogrammed,”  explains 
Newhouser,  who  turned  65  last  month. 

"In  those  days,  you  played  four  games  each  series, 
and  each  team  went  into  a  town  four  times.  We 
worked  Opening  Day,  so  our  matchup  was  it  from  the 
start.  I  knew  and  he  knew  we  were  gonna  have  a  bat¬ 
tle.” 

An  understatement  there. 

Eeller  would  walk  to  the  mound  ready  to  throw  a 
breathtaking  inning  of  pure  lightning  bolts.  His  fast¬ 
ball  was  unmatched,  and  his  curveball  —  the  pitch 
was  virtually  unhittable  it  broke  so  viciously  —  is  still 
mentioned  in  the  same  God-fearing  tones  normally 
reserved  for  natural  disasters. 

Newhouser  wasn’t  as  powerful,  but  he  had  all  the 
pitches,  and  above  all,  he  had  control.  Often  that  was 


|erry  Green  ox  Hai.  Newhouser 


In  ig40,  Hal  Newhouser  was  in  high  sehool  in 
Detroit,  learning  manual  arts.  Unlike  his  elassmates,  who 
earned  spending  money  as  soda  jerks  or  hushoys, 
Newhouser  was  a  rookie  major-league  piteher  with  the 
Tigers. 

o 

The  Tigers  placed  onh  day  games  haek  then  at 
Briggs  Stadium.  And  when  elasses  were  out,  the 
Newhouser,  still  a  teenager,  would  hustle  to  the  streetear 
in  time  for  the  g.'go  hallgame. 

Young  lejtv  Hal  went  g-g  that  rookie  season,  display¬ 
ing  a  streak  of  wildness  and  a  wild  temper.  In  the  seasons 
to  eome,  as  he  heeame  a  veteran,  he  eurbed  both.  He 
would  have  seasons  of  zg,  25,  26,  i/,  21 18  and  ly  vieto- 
ries  in  sueeession,  the  premier  lefthander  in  the  major 
leagues  during  the  ig40s.  In  '4^,  he  pitehed  the  Tigers  to 
a  seven-game  vietorv  over  the  Cubs  in  the  World  Series. 
He  was  twiee  voted  the  most  valuable  player  in  the 
Ameriean  Teague. 

Called  a  “wartime  piteheT'  by  skepties,  Newhouser 
proved  his  erities  wrong  after  World  War  11  ended.  Ted 
Williams  ealled  Newhouser  one  of  the  three  toughest 
pitehers  he  ever  faeed. 

Newhouser  pitehed  for  the  Tigers  in  ly  seasons  and 
Iwo  more  for  Cleveland.  He  was  eleeted  to  the  Hall  of 
Fame  in  iggz,  si.\  vears  before  his  death. 


the  difference;  Eeller  might  walk  four  batters  in  an 
inning  for  a  run,  or  put  a  couple  on  and  give  up  one  of 
the  two  or  three  singles  he  would  ration  for  the  day. 

Newhouser  only  hoped  he  could  take  a  lead  into  the 
late  innings.  Then,  the  mind  game  started.  It’s  wTy  he  pays 
such  attention  to  mental  tendencies  in  today’s  pitchers. 

Against  Eeller,  the  thinking  started  early. 

“I  would  train  a  little  different  because  I  would  look 
so  forward  to  the  game,”  he  explains.  "I  M^ould  do  more 
calisthenics,  more  running,  more  thinking  about  their 
hitters.  I  tried  to  fine-tune  inyseK  a  little  more  than 
against  other  pitchers. 


4^  ^ 
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“You  see,  I  pitched  a  little  different.  I  had  a  philoso¬ 
phy  that  I  pitched  against  the  pitcher  and  I  did  not 
pitch  against  the  hitters.  The  vast  percentage  of  the 
time  the  ball  was  in  my  hand,  everything  was  in  my 
favor.  1  had  to  figure  against  Feller  we  were  only  gonna 
beat  ’em  by  one  run,  so  if  I’m  not  ahead.  I’m  gone  in  the 
seventh  inning  for  a  pinch  hitter.  That  was  my  philos¬ 
ophy:  Stay  on  top.  Stay  on  top.  Stay  on  top.” 

There  was  another  slogan  popular  during 
Newhouser’s  dominating  days  in  Detroit:  “I  Want 
You.”  Uncle  Sam  was  calling  all  the  able-bodied  to  help 
in  a  war  effort,  and  that  included  baseball  players. 

It  also  would  have  included  Hal  Newhouser  if  he 
had  his  druthers.  He  didn’t. 

After  enlisting  in  the  Air  Corps,  and  passing  his 
written  exam,  doctors  informed  him  a  heart  murmur 
would  rule  him  out  as  a  phot.  Next  stop  was  the  Navy 
Air  Corps,  which  told  him  the  same  thing. 

Then  the  Army,  where  infantryman  duty  suggested 
a  less  picky  physical.  Again  4-F. 

Newhouser  was  left  to  join  other  mhitary  rejects  in 
a  watered-down  game. 

“Wartime  player”  has  since  been  equivalent  to  wear¬ 
ing  an  asterisk  on  one’s  forehead.  It  branded  players  as 
inferior  participants  in  a  then-inferior  sport. 

He  sits  in  a  restaurant  booth,  hghtly  tanned  from 
watching  baU  games  and  playing  goF,  and  Newhouser 
smhes  at  the  “wartime”  stigma.  He  can  somewhat  under¬ 
stand  why  his  54  victories  from  1944-45  were  pooh- 
poohed,  but  wonders  why  his  26-9  effort  in  46,  when  the 
boys  were  back,  isn’t  acknowledged.  Or  the  21-12  in  48. 

The  Newhouser  saga  began  early  in  Detroit.  He  was 
born  near  the  old  Olympia,  but  his  father,  a  wood  pat¬ 
tern-maker,  later  moved  the  famfiy  to  the  Fivernois- 
Fenkell  area  of  town.  Hal  was  a  sandlot  star  back  when 
amateur  baseball  was  at  its  peak  in  Detroit,  and  it  was 
no  shock  when  he  and  the  Tigers  agreed  to  a  contract 
not  long  after  he  left  Wilbur  Wright  Trade  School 


Left-handed  pitcher:  Hal  Newhouser  1939-1953 

A  stylist  —  a  long  and  lanky  Hall  of  Famer.  The  classic 
southpaw.  A  fierce  competitor  with  a  nasty  temperment. 
His  duels  with  Bob  Feller  were  legend.  The  Tigers  and 
Cleveland  Indians  would  save  their  two  stars  to  pitch 
against  each  other  and  fill  their  ballparks.  Each  respect¬ 
ed  the  other  and  despite  their  great  rivalry,  they  became 
friends  in  later  years. 

Some  critics  questioned  Newhouser’s  credentials  when 
he  won  29  and  25  during  World  War  II.  He  won  consecu¬ 
tive  MVP  awards  but  they  felt  he  did  it  against  second- 
rate  competition.  His  answer:  He  posted  a  26-9  record  in 
1946  and  21-12  in  1948. 

Newhouser’s  profile 

Inducted  into  the  Hall  of  Fame  in  1992. ...  The  Detroit  native 
is  the  only  pitcher  to  win  back-to-back  MVP  awards  (1944- 
45). ...  Finished  29-9  in  1944,  and  in  1945  became  the  third 
pitcher  to  lead  the  majors  in  victories  (25),  strikeouts  (212) 
and  ERA  (1.81)  in  the  same  season. ...  was  a  seven-time  All- 
Star  in  17  major-league  seasons. ...  Third  in  club  history  in 
strikeouts  and  fourth  in  in  victories,  shutouts  and  complete 
games. ...  Tigers  retired  his  number  (16)  in  1997. 


(now  Murray- Wright  High). 

He  got  married  —  he  and  his  wife.  Beryl,  are  going 
on  45  years  —  had  two  daughters,  and  got  on  with  the 
business  of  torturing  American  Feague  batters  unth 
one  night  in  1948. 

“I  had  pitched  a  night  game  and  got  knocked  out  in 
the  third  inning,”  Newhouser  recalls.  “On  the  way  home 
with  my  wife,  I  had  my  arm  on  the  window  ledge  for 
about  15  minutes,  and  when  I  took  it  down,  it  was  com¬ 
pletely  numb.” 

By  the  next  year,  it  was  agonizing. 

“I  mean  it  hurt,”  he  remembers.  “There  was  no  muscle 
soreness,  but  it  was  so  deep  in  the  joint.  Even  today,  F  the 
kids  come  around  to  play  baU,  as  soon  as  the  baU  leaves  my 
fingertips,  it  feels  hke  hot  spikes  being  driven  into  the  joint.” 

He  believes,  too,  the  pain  kept  him  from  winning 
300  games. 

Newhouser  was  only  28  when  the  arm  began  trou- 
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New  hoiiser  led  the  league  in  wins,  strikeouts  and  ERA  in  1945. 


bling  him,  and  he  was  out  of  baseball  at  33.  That,  too,  has 
hurt  his  Cooperstown  stock  as  much  as  World  War  11. 

But  dispense  with  any  sympathy,  he  insists.  He  and 
Beryl  live  comfortably  in  Bloomfield  Hills  because  of  what 
baseball  has  done  for  Hal  Newhouser.  He  went  on  to  a 
successful  20-year  career  with  Community  National  Bank 
(now  First  of  America)  because  of  his  baseball  identity. 

And,  he  now  scouts  the  youngsters  and  spends  his 
retirement  days  doing  what  he  always  loved  doing  best: 
lapping  up  a  game  that  has  brought  him  such  comfort 
and  joy. 

"This  is  the  twilight  of  my  life,”  he  says,  sipping  an  iced 


tea.  "Pm  so  happy  and  so  satisfied  with  what  Pm  doing.  It’s 
a  delightful  way  to  bow  out.” 

Only  one  thing  could  make  it  more  delightful,  induction 
into  the  Hall  of  Fame. 

"It’s  gonna  happen,  it’s  gonna  happen,”  he  says,  his 
famed  left  arm  thrusting. 

"I  may  not  be  here.  But  sooner  or  later,  maybe  next 
year,  maybe  10  or  20  years  from  now,  it  wall  happen.  It  has 
to  happen. 

"The  only  thing,”  says  Hal  Newhouser,  his  voice  ringing. 
"I  would  like  to  be  alive  and  well  enough  to  accept  it  if  it 
ever  does  happen.  I  have  a  lot  of  hope.” 
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Newhousers  wait  for  Hall  nearly  over 


By  George  Cantor  >  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  July  29, 1992 

It  is  springtime  in  Detroit,  1946.  The  war  has  been 
won,  the  boys  are  home,  the  air  is  alive  with  the  possi¬ 
bilities  of  the  good  life  that  is  coming. 

To  make  it  even  better,  the  Tigers  are  defending 
World  Champions,  the  Indians  are  in  town  and  Briggs 
Stadium  is  rocking  with  the  first  of  what  will  become 
legendary  duels. 

Bob  Feller,  out  of  the  Navy,  is  striking  out  people  at 
a  record  pace. 

And  facing  him  is  Detroit’s  own  Hal  Newhouser,  the 
left-hander  from  Livernois  and  Fenkell,  who  became 
the  best  pitcher  in  baseball  during  the  war. 

There  it  is. 

“You’U  use  the  phrase,”  he  said,  as  we  sat  over  lunch  in 
Birmingham,  a  few  days  before  he  will  fly  to  Cooperstown 
and  be  inducted  into  Baseball’s  HaU  of  Fame. 

“You  won’t  be  able  to  help  it.  They  hang  a  label  on 
you,  and  that’s  the  way  it  is.  They  call  you  Prince  Hal, 
and  that’s  nice.  But  then  they  also  add  ‘wartime  play¬ 
er,’  and  that’s  the  one  that  sticks.” 

The  war  is  finally  over  for  Newhouser.  After  46 
years,  the  questions  and  the  doubts  and  the  anger  have 
finally  dissolved.  Now,  at  age  71,  he  takes  his  rightful 
place  with  the  game’s  elite,  the  best  pitchers  who  ever 
took  the  mound.  No  one  can  dare  use  that  label  again. 

“When  I  look  back  at  my  career,  1946  was  the  criti¬ 
cal  year,”  He  says.  “They  were  saying  it  even  back  then, 
you  know.  Fven  though  I’d  won  54  games  in  two  years, 
plus  two  in  the  World  Series,  plus  two  Most  Valuable 
Player  awards,  plus  the  pitching  Triple  Crown 
that’s  what  they  were  saying,  ‘wartime  player.’ 

“So  1946  became  an  assignment  for  me.  I  had  to  show 


Hal  Newhouser’s  statistical  career 


Year 

W-L 

IP 

H 

HR 

SO 

ERA 

1939 

04 

5 

3 

0 

4 

5.40 

1940 

9-9 

133 

149 

12 

89 

4.86 

1941 

9-11 

173 

166 

6 

106 

4.79 

1942 

8-14 

183 

137 

4 

103 

2.45 

1943 

8-17 

195 

163 

3 

144 

3.04 

1944 

29-9 

312 

264 

6 

187 

2.22 

1945 

25-9 

313 

239 

5 

212 

1.81 

1946 

26-9 

292 

215 

10 

275 

1.94 

1947 

17-17 

285 

268 

9 

176 

2.87 

1948 

21-12 

272 

249 

10 

143 

3.01 

1949 

18-11 

292 

277 

19 

144 

3.36 

1950 

15-13 

213 

232 

23 

87 

4.34 

1951 

6-6 

96 

98 

10 

37 

3.92 

1952 

9-9 

154 

148 

13 

57 

3.74 

1953 

0-1 

21 

31 

4 

6 

7.06 

them.  Even  before  we  left  for  Fakeland,  I  told  my  wife:  ‘I’m 
not  going  to  be  spending  much  time  with  you  this  spring.’ 

“You  have  to  be  a  special  woman  to  put  up  with  being 
married  to  an  athlete,  and  she’s  done  it  for  51  years.  But 
that  year  had  to  be  the  toughest  one  on  her,  because  every¬ 
thing  I  had  I  gave  to  the  game.  I  had  very  httle  left  over. 

“Every  game  became  a  test  for  me,  the  chance  to  show 
that  I  belonged,  hooking  back  on  it,  that  year  probably 
shortened  my  career.  I  never  threw  quite  as  hard  after  that, 
I  never  was  quite  as  intense.  But  1946  —  that  was  the  year.” 

At  the  end,  he  had  won  one  more  game  than  in  the 
MVP  year  of  1945,  with  a  26-9  record,  leading  the 
league.  His  1.94  earned  run  average  was  also  the  best. 

And  the  only  reason  his  275  strikeouts  didn’t  lead, 
too,  was  because  Feller  went  bonkers  and  set  what  was 
then  the  strikeout  record  in  the  live-ball  era  with  348. 

“Maybe  it  was  that  season  that  I  was  sitting  in  the 
dugout  with  Stubby  Overmire  and  he  mentioned  that  with 
a  few  more  years  Kke  that  I  could  make  the  Hall  of  Fame,” 
he  says.  “That’s  the  first  time  it  ever  entered  my  mind.” 
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Mickey  Lolich  ♦  Left-Hand  Pitcher  ^  1963-1975 


Workhorse  Lolich  could  always  be 
counted  on  to  finish  what  he  started 

By  Jerry  Green  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  March  31, 1997 

Mickey  Lolich  jumped  high  and  alighted  in  the  hug  of  Bill  Freehan 

and  his  catcher’s  armor  at  the  end  of  an  improbable  World  Series. 
The  Tigers  then  swirled  onto  the  St.  Louis  diamond  in  the  tradi¬ 
tional  pummeling,  pounding,  rolling  celebration  of  a  world  championship. 


It  had  been  an  improbable  World  Series,  indeed. 
The  Tigers  had  been  down  to  the  Cardinals,  with  three 
losses  in  the  first  four  games  and  were  behind  in  the 
fifth  game.  From  that  deficit,  they  won  the  fifth  game, 
then  the  sixth  and  the  seventh.  In  Game  7,  the  Tigers 
beat  Bob  Gibson,  who  was  going  for  his  third  victory  of 
the  World  Series. 

Instead,  Mickey  Lolich  ended  up  with  his  third  vic¬ 
tory  in  the  Series. 

Like  yesterday?  Not  quite. 

“You  remember  it?”  Lolich  asked  his  caller,  his  biting 
humor  engaged  as  ever. 

“It  was  30  years  ago.” 

Do  you? 

“Do  I?”  said  Lolich.  “It  hasn’t  happened  since.” 

And  that  is  a  statistical  fact.  Baseball  has  not  been  treat- 


Mickey  Lolich  is  third  in  victories  and  strikeouts 
among  Tigers  pitchers. 
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ed  to  a  pitcher  winning  three  games  In  a  World  Series  in  the 
30  seasons  since  the  Tigers  won  their  1968  championship. 

There  are  other  impressive  facts.  In  that  World 
Series,  Lolieh  finished  what  he  started  in  all  three  vic¬ 
tories.  He  pitched  nine  innings,  without  relief. 

He  pitched  three  complete  games  —  in  a  period  of 
nine  days. 

Complete  games,  the  vanishing  stat,  once  upon  a 
time  were  eonsidered  a  standard  of  pitching  excellence. 

In  one  season,  1971,  Lohch  had  29  complete  games  in  a  25- 
14  season.  The  next  season  he  pitched  23  complete  games 
with  a  22-14  record.  In  1974,  he  had  27  complete  games. 

In  contrast,  Pat  Hentgen,  the  Blue  Jays’  Cy  Young 
Award  winner  from  near  Lolich’s  digs  in  Macomb 
County,  led  major-league  baseball  in  complete-game 
performances  last  season.  Hentgen  finished  what  he 
started  in  10  games. 

Through  his  16  sessions,  Lolieh  was  a  craftsman  on 
the  mound.  He’d  ride  to  the  ballpark  on  his  motorcycle, 
do  his  job  in  two  hours  or  so  and  hop  back  onto  his  bike 
for  the  ride  home.  Today  his  knowledge  of  the  pitching 
craft,  and  his  theories,  are  vivid  but  defiant  against  the 
current  trends,  while  he  stffl  rides  his  bikes. 

“I  hate  to  refer  to  the  olden  days,”  Lolieh  said,  “but 
when  I  was  pitehing,  the  best  pitehers  on  the  team  were 
the  starting  pitchers.  The  next  best  were  the  relievers. 

“Nowadays,  the  elosers  are  the  best  pitchers.  The 
set-up  men  who  eome  in  to  hold  the  lead  until  the 
closers  can  come  in  are  the  next  best — and  by  the  way, 
we  need  somebody  to  start  the  game.  Who  shall  it  be? 

“But  that  has  come  about  because  of  managerial  deci¬ 
sions.  They’ve  decided  it’s  the  way  the  game  is  played  now. 

“If  you  took  a  guy  like  me  today,  put  me  in  my  prime 
with  40  starts.  I’d  be  gone  if  I  was  leading  4-2,  out  by  the 
sixth  inning.  If  I  was  behind  4-2,  I’d  definitely  be  out.” 

A  key  moment  in  the  fifth  game  of  that  1968  World 
Series  occurred  in  the  bottom  of  seventh  inning  with 
the  Tigers  on  the  brink  of  elimination.  With  one  out. 


Pom  Gage  ox  Mickey  Lolich 

liny  dont  make  pitchers  like  Mickey  Lolieh  any¬ 
more.  All  those  innings,  how  did  he  ever  do  it? 

“Ifs  the  way  we  pitehed  baek  then,''  Lolieh  said.  “We  had 
four  starters  in  the  rotation,  not  five.  didn't  miss  turns." 

Some  did.  But  not  Lolieh.  What  a  workhorse. 

Nowadays  it's  an  aeeomplishment  for  a  starting  piteh- 
er  to  throw  200  innings.  I  hey  think  they've  done  their 
job  if  they  reaeh  200  innings.  With  ballpens  set  up  the 
way  they  are,  it's  simply  the  way  things  are. 

But  Lolich  was  just  getting  started  when  he  reached 
200  innings. 

Think  of  it.  For  four  eonseeutive  seasons,  he  threw 
more  than  goo  innings.  One  year,  ineredibly  enough,  he 
threw  g/6  innings. 

Tet  what  do  we  really  remember  him  for?  Not  for  one 
particular  pitch,  but  for  his  leap  into  Bill  Freehan's  arms. 

Bottom  of  the  ninth,  seventh  game  of  the  ig68  Vibiid 
Series  a&jinst  the  St.  Louis  Cardinals.  Mike  Shannon  had 

O 

just  hit  a  home  run,  but  who  eares,  Lolieh  was  still  in  eontrol. 

And  there  it  was,  a  pop-up  off  the  bat  of  Tim 
MeCarver,  Freehan  camping  under  it  for  the  final  out, 
followed  by  big  Miekey  jumping  into  Freehan's  arms  as 
the  eeleb ration  be<^an. 

o 

It  was  one  of  the  great  moments  in  Tigers'  history. 

Still  is.  in  fact. 


and  the  Tigers  a  run  behind,  Lolich  was  due  to  bat. 
Mayo  Smith,  the  manager,  defied  baseball  logic  by 
rejecting  the  use  of  a  pinch-hitter  for  his  pitcher. 

“That’s  because  I  was  the  best  pitcher  he  had  at  the 
time,”  said  Lolich. 

Lolich,  of  course,  singled  to  right,  starting  the  rally 
that  won  the  game  and  prolonged  the  Series. 

Depressed  about  modern  major-league  pitching? 

“Yes,”  said  Lolich. 

“The  split-finger  fastball  has  ruined  baseball. 

“All  pitches,  the  fastball,  curveball  and  slider,  are 
thrown  for  strikes.  The  split-finger  is  thrown  for  balls. 
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Lolich  had  three  complete-game  victories  in  the  1968  World  Series. 


“Pitchers  are  always  behind  with  the  split-finger. 
When  they’re  behind,  they  hit  them  out  of  the  park.” 

The  result  is  rising  earned-run  averages.  Today  a  4.00 
ERA  is  a  standard  for  skilled  pitching.  In  the  major 
leagues  last  season,  the  aggregate  ERA  was  4.60. 

In  Eolichs  era,  a  respectable  ERA  was  3.00.  Eolich 
had  ERA’S  as  low  as  2.50  and  2.92  during  his  eareer 
from  1963  to  1979  with  the  Tigers,  Mets  and  Padres. 

In  his  career,  in  which  he  had  217  victories  and  191 


losses,  his  lifetime  ERA  was  3.44. 

“Talking  ERA,  when  I  pitched,  anything  under  3.50 
would  keep  you  in  the  starting  rotation,”  Eolieh  said. 
“Above  3.50  would  put  you  in  the  bullpen. 

Anything  above  (4.00)  would  put  you  in  the  minor 
leagues.  “My  basic  theory  of  pitehing  was,  if  I  kept  the  ball 
down  low,  it  would  take  three  singles  to  seore  one  run. 

“I  didn’t  believe  in  walking  people.  Make  them  hit  the 
ball.  Two  of  my  first  three  pitehes  would  be  strikes.” 
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Lolich  strikes  back  during  World  Series 


Lolich  gets  a  lass  from  daughter  Kimherh^  after  ^^im^ing  Game  5. 


By  Jerry  Green  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originaeey  printed  Juey  19, 1988 

In  midsummer  of  1968,  Mickey  Lolich 
was  a  would-be  hero  in  a  sour  mood.  The 
Tigers  were  charging  in  the  pennant  race. 

Denny  McLain  was  headed  toward  victory 
No.  30.  Al  Kaline  was  coming  back  and 
Mayo  Smith  had  to  figure  a  scheme  to  get 
him  into  the  Tigers’  lineup  for  the  World 
Series. 

Lolich  viewed  it  all  from  the  wire  dun¬ 
geon  where  the  spare  pitchers  sit  in  the 
bullpen  at  Tiger  Stadium.  He  was  a  pitcher 
in  exhe,  banished  from  Smith’s  starting 
rotation. 

“In  ’68 1  wasn’t  pitching  real  well,  I  think 
I  might  have  been  under  .500,”  Lolich 
recalled.  “Mayo  was  chewing  me  out,  said 
he  was  going  to  send  me  to  the  bullpen  for 
a  while. 

“It  was  probably  the  only  time  in  my  life 
that  I  came  back  at  a  manager  and  I  said: 

‘Well,  last  year  I  was  the  guy  who  almost  won  the  pen¬ 
nant  for  us  in  ’67,  and  if  you’re  going  to  win  this  thing 
in  ’68,  I’ll  be  the  guy  who’ll  probably  help  you  get  to  the 
’68  World  Series.’  And  he  says:  ‘You  got  to  prove  it  to 
me.’  And  I  said:  ‘I  whl.’ 

“And  we  sort  of  had  a  big  argument.  And  he  did 
send  me  to  the  bullpen  and  I  won  four  games  out  of  the 
bullpen  in  an  eight-day  period. 

“He  must  have  thought  that  was  good  enough  and 
he  put  me  back  into  the  starting  rotation.” 

Lolich  danced  in  the  chorus  as  this  show  rolled  tri¬ 
umphantly  into  September. 


Lolich’s  simplicity  became  the  foh  to  the  eccentric 
antics  of  McLain.  Mickey  rode  to  the  ballpark  on  a 
motorcycle.  That  became  his  single  peg  for  publicity. 

McLain  would  go  first  when  the  World  Series  start¬ 
ed  in  St.  Louis.  Lolich  would  pitch  the  second  game, 
following  all  the  hullabaloo.  Bob  Gibson  quickly  out- 
dueled  McLain  in  Game  1  to  give  the  Cardinals  the 
edge. 

Next  day,  Lolich  faced  Nelson  Brhes.  Lolich  hit  a 
towering  home  run,  the  only  one  of  his  career,  and  beat 
the  Cardinals  to  square  the  Series. 

By  Game  5,  on  World  Series  Monday  in  Detroit,  the 
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Left-lanieil  piteher:  Mickey  Lolich  1963-75 

He  pitched  with  a  pot  belly,  saying,  “The  only  thing  run¬ 
ning  and  exercising  can  do  for  you  is  make  you  healthy.” 

He  was  one  of  the  strongest  pitchers  in  the  game,  work¬ 
ing  more  than  300  innings  for  four  straight  years  and  fin¬ 
ishing  almost  everything  he  started. 

He  had  seasons  of  22  and  25  victories  but  the  pinnacle 
of  his  career  came  when  he  won  three  games  in  the  1968 
World  Series,  beating  Bob  Gibson  in  the  deciding  game. 

Lolich  was  a  free  spirit  who  laughed  a  lot  around  his  team¬ 
mates  and  rode  a  motorcycle  to  the  ball  park.  He  learned 
to  throw  left-handed  when  he  broke  his  right  arm  as  a  child. 

Lolich’s  profile 

The  MVP  of  the  Tigers’  dramatic  1968  World  Series  victo¬ 
ry  over  the  St.  Louis  Cardinals,  winning  three  of  the  four 
games  and  outdueling  Bob  Gibson  in  Game  7. ...  No.  1  in 
club  history  in  strikeouts,  and  No.  3  in  victories,  games 
and  innings. ...  A  three-time  All-Star. ...  Threw  more  than 
300  innings  four  straight  years  (1971-74). ...  Won  25 
games  in  1971,  losing  out  in  Cy  Young  voting  to  Vida  Blue 
of  the  Athletics. ...  Has  second-most  strikeouts  by  a  left¬ 
hander,  13th  overall. 


and  the  Tigers  got  two  back.  They  were  not  quite  dead. 

In  the  top  of  the  fifth  Lolich  was  in  trouble  again  — 
and  Smith  was  about  to  lift  him  from  the  game.  Lou 
Brock  was  on  second.  Brock  raced  for  the  plate  on 
Julian  Javier’s  single  to  left.  Willie  Horton  fielded  the 
ball  in  left  and  gunned  it  to  Bill  Lreehan  at  the  plate. 
Lreehan  blocked  Brock  off  the  plate  and  tagged  him 
out. 

The  Tigers  stril  trailed  3-2  in  the  bottom  of  the  sev¬ 
enth.  With  one  out,  Lolich  was  the  scheduled  batter. 

“When  I  walked  from  the  on-deck  circle  toward  the 
plate,  I  looked  back  over  my  shoulder  and  saw  that 
Gates  Brown  had  a  bat  in  his  hand,”  Lolich  recalled. 

“But  Mayo  never  called  me  back.  The  first  pitch  was 
a  ball  and  I  looked  over  again.  Mayo  didn’t  make  a 
move. 

“I  got  a  base  hit  which  started  a  rally.” 

The  Tigers  won  Game  5  and  returned  to  St.  Louis. 
Promising  not  to  use  McLain  again  in  the  Series,  Smith 
changed  his  mind.  In  the  rain,  the  Tigers  treated 
McLain  to  a  10-run  rally  in  the  third.  The  Series  was 
going  to  be  pushed  to  a  seventh  game. 

After  the  rally,  as  Game  6  continued.  Smith 
approached  Lolich  in  the  dugout. 

“Can  you  pitch  tomorrow?”  Smith  said. 

“Well,  Mayo,  it’s  only  two  days’  rest,”  Lolich  said. 

“Well,  I  really  want  you  to  start  tomorrow,”  Smith 
said.  “I  want  you  to  pitch  five  innings.  Do  you  think 
you  can  pitch  five?” 

“Yeah,  I  guess  so,”  said  Lolich. 

Two  decades  later,  Lolich  takes  up  the  story. 

“When  I  came  in  after  five,  he  asked  me  could  I  go 
one  more.  Which  I  did. 

“When  I  came  in  at  the  end  of  the  sixth,  can  you  go 
one  more?  And  then  we  scored  the  three  runs  in  the  sev¬ 
enth  and  he  asked  me  if  I  could  finish  and  I  said,  ‘Yeah.’ 

“I  never  thought  I  was  going  to  pitch  in  the  seventh 
game.” 


Tigers  were  in  a  jam.  The  Cardinals  had  them  three  vic¬ 
tories  to  one.  The  Tigers’  pride  had  been  shredded. 

They  were  being  clobbered.  McLain  had  been  beat¬ 
en  twice  by  Gibson.  It  was  embarrassing. 

This  was  the  mood  as  Lolich  warmed  up  to  pitch.  If 
he  lost,  the  World  Series  would  be  over,  the  Tigers  fin¬ 
ished. 

He  was  in  the  midst  of  his  warm-up  when  he  had  to 
stop  for  the  singing  of  The  Star-Spangled  Banner.  The 
interruption  was  disconcerting.  It  broke  Lolich’s  rou¬ 
tine.  Jose  Leliciano  was  the  singer.  He  sang  a  long,  lilt¬ 
ing,  heartfelt  soul  version  of  the  national  anthem  — 
rocking  and  rolling  the  lyrics  —  as  it  never  had  been 
done  before.  The  crowd  was  stunned. 

And  Lolich  was  unsettled  by  the  break  in  his  rou¬ 
tine.  He  was  behind  3-0  after  the  first  four  Cardinals 
had  batted  in  the  first  inning.  He  found  a  groove  then 
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John  Hiller  ^  Relief  Pitcher  ♦  1965-70,  1972-80 


Hiller  took  relief  position  to  new 
heights  after  his  famed  comeback 

By  Jerry  Green  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  May  31 1980 

The  heart  never  gave  out,  but  the  arm  did.  “When  I  was  going  good,” 
John  Hiller  said  on  the  night  of  his  mid-season  retirement  from  base¬ 
ball,  “music  from  the  Top  Ten  was  flying  through  my  head.  Fd  be 
singing  out  there  on  the  mound.” 


This  is  a  beautiful  man,  a  man  of  courage.  You  talk 
about  bravery  in  sports.  It  is  regarded  as  a  display  of 
valor  for  a  shortstop  to  stand  up  and  cover  the  bag 
when  a  base  runner  comes  in  with  his  spikes  high. 

Quarterbacks  are  called  gutty  when  they  refuse  to 
duck  as  two  hungry  defensive  tackles  attempt  to 
turn  them  to  mincemeat.  Goalies  face  the  slapshot 
and  they  are  regarded  as  the  bravest  of  all  athletes. 
And  the  race  car  drivers  risk  death  every  time  they 
step  on  the  gas. 

But  all  that  is  toy  bravery  when  compared  with  John 
Hiller’s  feat  of  courage. 

He  faced  death  in  real  life  and  laughed  about  it  for¬ 
ever  after.  In  our  culture,  we  look  at  athletes  for  inspi¬ 
rational  guidance. 

A  home  run  in  the  World  Series  is  worth  getting  a 


candy  bar  to  commemorate  the  hero.  The  guy  who 
throws  the  winning  pass  in  the  Super  Bowl  gets  a 
sports  car  as  his  personal  trophy.  But  there  has  never 
been  an  athlete  who  provided  more  inspiration  for  the 
plain  people  than  John  Hiller. 

He  was  a  fat  kid  with  a  buoyant  personality  and  a 
carefree  attitude  the  day  he  was  struck  down.  He  did¬ 
n’t  give  much  of  a  damn  about  anything.  Except  pitch¬ 
ing.  That  turned  him  into  another  guy.  It  was  a  tense 
experience.  His  nerves  twitched  when  he  stood  on  the 
mound  facing  the  hitters. 

Then  he  was  torn  by  the  searing  pain  in  his  chest. 

This  was  the  January  of  1971.  It  burned  and  ached. 
A  heart  attack.  He  was  only  27  at  the  time.  Medical 
science  saved  his  life.  The  surgeons  sliced  yards  of  tub¬ 
ing  out  of  his  stomach.  Every  doctor  he  talked  to  told 
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When  John  Hiller  returned  to  the  Tigers  18  months  alter  his  heart  attack, 
he  made  his  mark  as  the  hest  rehet  pitcher  in  hasehall. 


him  he  never  could  play  baseball  again.  He  was  lucky 
to  be  alive. 

Every  doctor  failed  to  realize  the  enormous 
quantity  of  courage  John  Hiller  had  in  his  salvaged 
heart.  Eighteen  months  after  the  heart  attack, 
Hiller  stood  on  the  pitcher's  mound  at  Comiskey 
Park,  Chicago.  The  fat  had  been  shed  with  the  tub¬ 
ing  inside  him.  But  the  arm  was  sound.  He  was 
back.  He  let  go  a  fast  ball. 

Dick  Allen  hit  it  out  of  the  ball  park  in  dead  center, 
450  feet  from  the  plate.  Hiller  watched  the  rocket 
return  to  earth  and  then  he  turned  around  and 
laughed.  It  was  joyous  laughter. 


“That's  my  strongest  memo¬ 
ry,”  Hiller  said  last  night  at  the 
end  of  his  career.  “Richie  Allen 
hitting  the  home  run  way  up 
there.  My  first  game  after  the 
heart  attack.  I  was  just  glad  to 
be  there.” 

Hfller  became  the  best  relief 
pitcher  in  baseball  in  the  years 
after  his  return.  It  was  his  job 
to  enter  the  game  at  the  most 
critical  moment.  Usually,  there 
were  base  runners  in  scoring 
positions  and  the  score  was 
tight.  The  game  could  be  won 
or  lost  on  the  next  pitch. 
Hiller  would  run  to  the  mound 
and  pat  his  left  hand  in  the 
pocket  of  his  glove. 

“I  was  always  relaxed,”  Hfher 
would  say,  “no  matter  what  the 
situation  was.  I  never  felt  tense. 
It  never  worried  me  what  I  did 
out  there.  Why  should  I?  If  they 
beat  me,  they  beat  me.  I'd  gone 
through  something  that  was  a  lot  worse.” 

They  seldom  beat  him  when  he  was  the  top  relief 
pitcher  in  the  game.  Hrher  loved  the  routine.  He  would 
amble  out  to  the  trench  where  the  relief  pitchers  sat 
awaiting  the  next  emergency. 

John  would  sit  there  and  swap  ribald  stories  wdth 
the  others.  His  were  always  the  best  and  he  was  happy 
when  a  new  pitcher  joined  the  club.  It  meant  a  new 
batch  of  stories. 

About  the  fourth  or  fifth  inning,  Hfller  would  slip 
out  of  the  bullpen  and  tiptoe  into  the  clubhouse.  It 
was  time  for  ice  cream  on  a  stick.  Jim  Campbell  finally 
had  the  ice  cream  removed  from  the  clubhouse  freezer 
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Hiller’s  2.83  ERA  is  sixth  in  team  history. 


loM  Ca(;e  on  |onN 


Imagine  having  a  heart  attaek  when  voinv  27.  It  hap¬ 
pens.  I  List  ask  lohn  Hiller. 

But  instead  of  feeling  sorry  for  himself  ,  Hiller  met  the 
sethaek  with  a  fieree  determination  to  hounee  haek  and 


eontinue  his  baseball  eareer. 

And  what  a  sueeess  story  it  turned  out  to  be.  Hiller  didnt 
just  eontinue  his  eareer.  It  was  almost  as  if  he  began  it  all  over 
again.  But  this  time  as  a  relief  piteher  instead  of  a  starter. 

You  know  the  rest.  Hiller  enjoyed  several  fine  seasons 
as  the  l  igeiY  eloser  and  was  the  team's  all-time  leader  in 
saves  with  124  until  Alike  Henneman  passed  him. 

Hille  r  wasn't  just  a  piteher,  though.  He  was  an  inspira¬ 
tion,  an  example  that  setbaeks  ean  be  overeome.  1  remem¬ 
ber  watehing  him  one  day  in  7974  when  the  Tigers 
weren't  good  anymore.  Hiller  was  struggling  with  his  eon- 
trol  late  in  a  game  against  Texas.  His  fastball  wasn't  partie- 
iilarly  fast  this  day,  nothing  mueh  was  working  for  him. 
The  walks  began  to  pile  up,  so  did  the  seoring  ehanees. 


But  he  did  not  give  in.  And  the  Hgers  won  the  game. 
Then  again,  Hiller  never  gave  in.  To  this  day,  he  has  a 
beautiful  perspeetive  on  life.  He  lives  way  up  in  the 
Upper  Peninsula,  enjoying  eaeh  day. 

Winter  ean  get  pretty  cold  where  Hiller  lives,  but  no 
matter.  What's  a  few  flurries  to  a  man  whos  overeome 
bigger  personal  storms  than  that? 


to  thwart  Hiller’s  raids. 

So  John  found  a  new  bullpen  amusement.  He  took 
a  portable  television  out  to  the  pen  with  him.  It 
helped  ease  the  waiting  until  the  manager  needed 
him  to  save  the  game. 

“My  favorite  show  was  The  Ineredible  Hulk,”’ 
Hiller  said.  “Now  it  is  all  over.  It  happens  to  all  piteh- 
ers.  The  arm  goes  dead. 

“It  became  a  struggle  to  throw  a  fastball,”  said  John 
Hiller,  last  of  the  Tigers  from  the  1968  champions. 

“My  arm  has  pitched  all  it’s  going  to  pitch.” 

His  heart  never  gave  out.  Only  his  arm  did. 
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Hiller  comebacks  had  serious,  light  side 


By  Angelique  S.  Chengelis  ♦  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  August  26, 1986 

John  Hiller  always  liked  to  have  han. 

He  spent  15  seasons  with  the  Tigers,  and  the  left-han¬ 
der  was  usually  the  one  who  instigated  all  the  pranks. 

One  day  in  Baltimore,  Hiller  showed  up  to  pitch 
wearing  a  wig.  To  ease  the  boredom  in  the  bullpen, 
he’d  smuggle  in  a  television.  He  had  a  good  time  being 
sarcastic  and  poking  fun  at  the  guys,  always  knowing 
when  enough  was  enough. 

But  after  six  seasons,  the  converted  Canadian  was 
suddenly  forced  from  the  game  he  loved.  It  came  as  a 
shock  to  the  Tigers  and  their  fans,  but  it  was  especial¬ 
ly  shocking  to  John  Hriler. 

The  date  was  Jan.  11, 1971,  and  he  began  experienc¬ 
ing  pain  in  his  arms  and  chest.  Five  hours  later,  the 
chest  pains  had  subsided,  but,  he  didn’t  know  what 
was  happening  to  his  arms. 

The  pain  was  still  there.  Hhler  was  having  a  heart 
attack,  but  he  didn’t  know  it.  He  was  27. 

Hiller  had  always  been  a  bit  on  the  heavy  side;  he 
was  an  imposing  figure  on  the  mound.  But  at  6-1,  220 
pounds,  he  wasn’t  a  very  healthy  athlete. 

He  spent  five  weeks  in  the  hospital;  his  doctors  said 
he’d  never  play  baseball  again. 

In  April  of  1971,  Hiller  had  surgery,  moving  seven 
feet  of  his  intestines  to  lower  his  cholesterol  content 
and  dissolve  cholesterol  deposits  in  his  arteries. 

His  weight  stabilized  to  about  175  pounds  and  he 
was  feeling  good.  Prior  to  the  operation,  Hiller,  23-19 
after  six  seasons  of  pitching  mostly  relief,  was  allowed 
to  spend  time  as  a  pitching  coach  with  the  Lakeland 
Tigers  in  the  Florida  State  League. 

There,  he  pitched  the  equivalent  of  two  games  a 


John  Hiller’s  statistical  career 


Year 

W-L 

IP 

H 

HR 

SO 

ERA 

1965 

0-0 

6 

5 

0 

4 

0.00 

1966 

0-0 

2 

2 

0 

1 

9.00 

1967 

4-3 

65 

57 

4 

49 

2.63 

1968 

9-6 

128 

92 

9 

78 

2.39 

1969 

4-4 

99 

97 

13 

74 

3.99 

1970 

6-6 

104 

82 

12 

89 

3.03 

1972 

1-2 

44 

39 

4 

26 

2.03 

1973 

10-5 

125 

89 

7 

124 

1.44 

1974 

17-14 

150 

127 

10 

134 

2.64 

1975 

2-3 

70 

52 

6 

87 

2.17 

1976 

12-8 

121 

93 

7 

117 

2.38 

1977 

8-14 

124 

120 

15 

115 

3.56 

1978 

9-4 

92 

64 

6 

74 

2.34 

1979 

4-7 

79 

83 

14 

46 

5.22 

1980 

1-0 

30 

38 

3 

18 

4.40 

week  and  also  threw  some  batting  practice. 

By  November,  Hiher  was  running,  si\Tmming,  and 
exercising  as  often  as  he  could.  His  doctors  did  more  tests 
and  found  the  arteries  that  had  been  blocked  were  clear. 

But  could  he  play  baseball  again?  The  doctors  were 
still  uncertain. 

“I  knew  my  career  couldn’t  be  over,  because  I  could¬ 
n’t  do  anything  else,”  said  Hiller.  “My  doctors  said  I’d 
never  play,  but  I  said  forget  it,  I  have  to. 

“I  had  so  many  people  telling  me  I  wouldn’t  get 
back.  But  I  worked  my  butt  off.  I  quit  smoking  and 
drinking  and  psychologically,  what  I  went  through 
really  helped  me.” 

But  it  didn’t  help  the  Tigers.  When  Hiller  came  back 
in  1972,  he  wanted  to  go  to  spring  training  as  a  player, 
not  a  pitching  coach. 

Potential  trouble  didn’t  bother  Bhly  Martin,  who 
became  manager  the  year  Hiller  was  out. 

By  the  middle  of  July,  1972,  Martin  activated  him 
and  began  using  Hiller  in  a  short  relief  role.  He 
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Relief  pitcher; 

John  Hiller  1965-70,  1972-80 

No  one  ever  turned  his  life  around 
more  than  the  veteran  left-hander.  He 
was  a  free  spirit,  paying  little  atten¬ 
tion  to  the  rules  of  life,  but  straight¬ 
ened  out  after  suffering  a  heart 
attack  in  the  middle  of  his  career. 

He  came  back  to  become  the  game’s 
premier  reliever  over  the  objections  of 
his  boss.  General  Manager  Jim 
Campbell,  who  did  did  not  want  him  to 
pitch  again  after  his  heart  problems. 

Hiller  simply  didn’t  listen,  and  became 
the  heart  of  the  pitching  staff  at  a 
time  when  the  Tigers  were  struggling 
to  look  respectable.  He  saved  125 
games,  second  to  Mike  Henneman’s 
154  saves. 

Hiller’s  highlights 

Appeared  in  more  games  than  any 
other  pitcher  who  ever  wore  a  Tiger 
uniform. ...  Named  to  one  all-star 
game. ...  had  a  then-record  38  saves 
in  1973,  when  he  compiled  a  10-5 
record  and  a  1.44  ERA  in  65  appear¬ 
ances,  all  the  more  amazing  since  he 
suffered  a  heart  attack  in  1971. ... 
Earned  AL  Comeback  Player  of  the 
Year  and  Fireman  of  the  Year  honors 
in  1973. 


Hiller  retired  in  1980  at  age  37. 


appeared  in  24  games,  pitched  44  innings  and  com¬ 
pleted  one  game  in  three  starts. 

But  during  that  time,  Hiller  also  found  that  his  fast¬ 
ball  was  much  better  and  the  change-up  he’d  worked 
on  the  spring  before  was  becoming  his  most  effective 
pitch.  By  1973  he  was  able  to  use  them  quite  frequent¬ 
ly,  and  he  had  earned  a  spot  on  the  roster  as  a  reliever. 

“I  liked  the  idea  of  relief  pitching,”  Hriler  said.  He 
was  very  good  in  that  role  that  year,  pitching  125 
innings  in  65  games  with.  124  strikeouts. 

Yet  the  most  impressive  statistic  was  Hiller’s  38 


saves  —  an  American  League  record  that  stood  until 
Kansas  City’s  Dan  Quisenberry  had  45  saves  in  1983. 

Hriler  was  named  Tiger  of  the  Year  and  Comeback 
Player  of  the  Year,  and  finished  fourth  in  the  A.L.  Cy 
Young  award  voting,  the  only  reliever  to  receive  votes. 
And  those  were  just  a  few  of  the  awards  heaped  on  him 
after  that  remarkable  season. 

In  his  seven  remaining  years  in  baseball,  Hriler  never 
had  a  season  like  that  one,  but  in  1974  he  had  a  17-14 
record  in  relief  and  saved  13  games.  He  also  was  one  of 
two  relievers  selected  to  the  All-Star  game. 
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Heilmann  deserves  a  spot  on  team 

By  Joe  Falls  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  September  27, 1999 


ho  is  Harry  Heilmann?  Good  question.  Our  fans  today  not  only 
have  forgotten  him,  but  many  also  have  never  heard  of  him. 
“Harry  who?"  was  the  most  common  reaction  among  the  fans 


who  attended  Sunday’s  game  at  Tiger  Stadium.  Too  bad. 


What  Tigers  fans  did  was  remove  Heilmann  from  the 
aU-time  Tigers  team  and  replace  him  with  Kirk  Gibson. 

Come  on,  folks.  No  one  expects  you  to  remember 
what  happened  70  or  so  years  ago,  but  history  is  histo¬ 
ry  and  should  never  be  forgotten. 

That  would  be  like  saying  Abraham  Lincoln  doesn’t 
count  anymore  because  he  was  president  135  years  ago. 

So,  let’s  put  it  as  simply  as  possible. 

Heilmann,  who  played  from  1914-32,  in  the  Ty  Cobb 
era,  had  a  career  batting  average  of  .342,  lOth-best  on 
the  major-league  list. 

From  1919-1929  with  the  Tigers,  Heilmann  batted 
.320,  .309,  .394,  .356,  .403,  .346,  .393,  .367,  .398,  .328  and 
.344,  and  won  batting  titles  in  1921,  ’23,  ’25  and  ’27. 

Gibson  had  a  career  average  of  .278  and  never  came 
close  to  a  batting  title. 

This  is  not  meant  as  a  knock  on  Gibson,  who  was  a 
winner  when  he  played.  It  is  an  example  of  how  the  fans 
of  today  relate  to  what  they  see,  not  what  they  are  told. 
If  it  doesn’t  appear  on  SportsCenter,  it  hasn’t  happened. 

“I  understand  it,”  Gibson  said.  “I  have  two  feelings 
about  making  the  team.  I  could  not  be  more  pleased 
than  to  stand  next  to  Al  Kaline  and  George  Kell.  But  I 
also  know  why  it  happened.  The  fans  who  voted  for 


me  did  not  do  any  research.  I  appreciate  their  support 
but  I  also  know  what  happened.  Even  I  don’t  know 
anything  about  Harry  Heilmann. 

“The  only  thing  that  matters  in  baseball  is  whether  you 
win  or  lose.  I’ve  always  thought  of  myself  as  an  average  play¬ 
er  who  was  a  winner.  I  had  an  impact  on  the  game.  I  took  a 
lot  of  heat  —  some  of  it  my  fault  —  but  I  always  stood  up 
to  be  counted,  both  for  myseE  and  my  teammates. 

“If  I  had  to  act  a  little  extreme  at  times  to  take  the 
pressure  off  them,  I  did  it.  I  considered  myself  a  com¬ 
plete  team  player.” 

Heilmann  spent  34  years  vvTth  the  Tigers  —  17  as  a 
player  and  17  as  a  broadcaster.  Most  of  those  who  rec¬ 
ognized  his  name  remembered  him  from  his  radio 
broadcasts.  Most  never  heard  of  him. 

Said  Brian  McGwire,  a  46-year-old  Tigers  fan:  “I 
don’t  know  who  he  is.” 

Said  Tony  Dragos,  72;  “All  I  remember  is  hearing  him 
on  the  radio.” 

Said  Pat  Sponkle,  37;  “I  never  heard  of  him.” 

It  was  left  to  Karen  Bush,  58,  to  put  it  aU  into  perspective; 
“Ah  this  is  is  a  cheap  way  to  market  the  modern  game.” 

The  Tigers  say  more  than  25,000  fans  voted,  but  did 
not  announce  the  totals,  only  percentages. 


>44 

no 


They  Earned  Their  Stripes:  The  Detroit  Tigers  All-Time  Team 


*'  *'-1 


* 


m 

* 


Harr)  Heiimann  was  a  master  >\ith  a  bat,  hitting  over 


.390  on  lour  oceasions  and  winning  lour  batting  titles. 


The  voting  doesn’t  make  a  lot  of  sense.  For  instanee, 
when  the  alTtime  Tigers  team  was  picked  for  the  first 
time  in  1969,  Billy  Rogell  was  the  shortstop.  Now, 
Harvey  Kuenn  has  moved  ahead  of  Rogell  and  into  sec¬ 
ond  behind  Alan  Trammell,  though  Kuenn  and  Rogell 


haven’t  done  a  thing  in  the  past  30  years. 

A  79-year-old  man  in  Dearborn  was  asked  about 
Heilmann’s  rebuff.  He  said;  “1  understand  it,  but  he’ll 
always  be  on  my  team.” 

The  speaker  was,  Harry  Heiimann  Jr. 
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Heilmann  was  a  magician  at  bat 

By  H.G.  Salsinger^  The  Detroit  News 
Originaely  printed  Juey  10, 1951 


When  they  carried  Harry  Heilmann  into  Morrell  Memorial 

Hospital  in  Lakeland  on  a  stretcher  last  March,  after  he  col 
lapsed  in  his  hotel  room,  he  said;  “This  is  it.” 


A  few  days  later  he  was  told;  “The  X-ray 
films  show  some  very  bad  spots  on  your 
lungs  and  they  may  indicate  any  one  of  four 
ailments,  all  very  serious,  but  a  complete 
diagnosis  will  be  necessary  to  determine 
which  one.”  A  few  weeks  later  he  was 
brought  to  Detroit  by  plane  and  entered 
Henry  Ford  Hospital.  After  the  doctors  fin¬ 
ished  their  test  he  called  us  up. 

“Remember  when  the  doctors  in 
Lakeland  told  me  —  about  the  spots  on  my 
lungs  indicating  one  of  four  serious  ahments?  Well,  I’ve 
just  found  out  that  it's  the  worst  of  the  four.  I’m 
through  and  I  wanted  you  to  be  the  first  to  know  it.” 
“After  announcing  that  he  was  mortally  ill,  he  told  a 
funny  story  concerning  a  mutual  friend  and  laughed. 

A  fitting  headline  for  news  of  his  death  would  be;  “A 
Game  Guy  Passes.” 

Courage  he  had,  rare  courage,  the  kind  that  few  men 
have.  He  knew  that  death  would  come  any  day,  any 
hour,  and  he  mentioned  it  frequently,  but  his  spirit 
never  faltered. 

He  would  recall  some  baseball  incident  and  relate  it  in 
a  voice  that  constantly  grew  weaker,  and  laugh.  He  told 
us:  People  have  been  so  nice  to  me,  so  generous  and  gra¬ 


cious  that  I  feel  ashamed,  for  I  don’t  deserve 
aU  the  grand  things  done  in  my  behalf. 

He  was  a  humble  man  and  a  great  one.  Ty 
Cobb  caked  him  one  of  the  best  two 
righthanded  hitters  in  the  history  of  basebah. 

When  his  playing  days  ended,  he 
became  one  of  the  best  three  baseball 
broadcasters  in  the  country.  He  never 
regarded  himself  as  a  great  ballplayer  nor 
a  good  broadcaster,  but  he  was  both. 

His  own  popularity  puzzled  him,  but 
it  puzzled  none  who  knew  him  intimately.  He  had 
most  of  the  human  virtues.  He  was  kind,  generous, 
honest,  sincere,  loyal,  forgiving,  tolerant  and  under¬ 
standing. 

He  has  a  lifetime  batting  average  of  .342,  the  same  as 
Babe  Ruth,  who  was  his  close  friend  during  the  years 
that  both  were  trying  to  lead  the  league  in  hitting. 

Heilmann  won  four  batting  championships  and  his 
pal.  Babe,  won  one.  Only  Cobb  won  more  American 
league  batting  titles  than  Hekmann.  Hekmann  topped 
the  league  with  .394  in  1921,  .403  in  1923,  .393  in  1925 
and  .398  in  1927. 

In  those  four  seasons,  he  made  874  hits  in  2,204 
times  at  bat  for  a  remarkable  average  of  .397.  In  the  last 


HAR.R.Y  EDWIN  HEILMANN 

DETROIT,A.L.-ClNCiNM.4Tl,N.t. 
1916  -  1932 


RIGHT  HANDED  HITTING  OUTFIELDER  AND 
FIRST  BASEMAN.WON  AMERICAN  LEAGUE 
BATTING  CHAMPION.SHIR  FOUR  TIMES 
192I,'23,’2g  AND'27.  IN  1923,  BATTED. 403. 
COLLECTED  2660  HITS  AND  18>  HOME  RUNS 
IN  2,146  MAJOR  LEAGUE  GAMES. H.AD 
LIFETIME  BATTING  AVERAGE  OF  .342  AND 
FIELDING  MARK  OF  .973. 
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Harry  Heilmann  won  four  batting  championships  while  ri\al 
Babe  Ruth  won  only  one. 


tened  to  eagerly  in  the  last  10  years  has  been  stilled  for¬ 


20  years  only  Ted  Williams  (in  1941) 
equaled  or  surpassed  Hailmanris  lowest 
title -winning  average  of  .393. 

Heilmann  had  complete  confidence  in 
himself.  Moe  Berg,  who  was  catching  for 
the  Chicago  White  Sox  in  the  ’20s,  said: 

‘There  were  times  when  it  seemed  that 
Heilmann  could  lead  the  American 
League  any  time  he  wanted  to,  or  pick 
out  the  year  in  which  he  wanted  to  hit 
.400.  He  couldn’t,  of  course,  but  that  was 
the  impression  he  gave  you  when  he  was 
in  one  of  those  batting  streaks  of  his.” 

He  also  credited  Ty  Cobb  with  devel¬ 
oping  him  as  a  hitter.  It  was  Cobb  who 
taught  him  to  hit  with  his  feet  close 
together  and  to  grip  his  bat  far  down  at 
the  end. 

Standing  at  the  plate,  with  the  bat 
resting  against  the  hollow  of  his  right 
shoulder,  Heilmann  was  a  menacing  fig¬ 
ure  who  seemed  to  look  right  through 
the  pitcher  and  dare  him  to  throw  the 
ball  within  striking  distance. 

During  one  of  his  batting  streaks,  he 
hit  three  home  runs  in  two  games  in 
Boston.  We  asked  him  why  he  did  not  go 
in  for  home  runs. 

“Home  runs  are  Babe  Ruth’s  specialty. 

He  gets  paid  for  hitting  them,  and  people 
come  to  the  ball  parks  to  see  him  hit 
them.  Even  if  1  hit  75  home  runs  in  one 
year,  it  wouldn’t  help  me  much.  There 
would  still  be  the  base,  and  people  would 

resent  my  intrusion.” 

No  longer  will  radio  listeners  hear  the  famhiar,  I 
“This  is  your  Goebel  baseball  reporter,  Harry  i 
Heilmann  speaking.”  The  voice  to  which  millions  lis-  ; 
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ever.  He  had  a  personal  charm  and  his  broadcasts  did 
more  to  attract  people  to  Briggs  Stadium  than  the 
Detroit  club  ever  realized  or  appreciated. 
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Rogell  gets  it  going  with  defense 

By  H.G.  Salsinger  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originaeey  printed  September  ii,  1935 

There  are  days  when  he  looks  like  a  minor  leaguer.  Bill  Rogell  has  the 
mechanical  equipment  to  make  him  the  best  man  at  his  position  in 
decades,  but  he  lacks  the  necessary  temperament. 


He  is  the  victim  of  moods  and  at  times  he  sulks  and 
wishes  that  he  had  never  taken  up  baseball  as  a  profession. 

On  those  days  he  would  much  rather  be  somewhere  else. 

But  on  the  days  when  the  mood  is  upon  him  and  he 
feels  the  lure  of  the  game  RogeU  gives  dazzhng  perfor¬ 
mances. 

He  is  sure  and  he  is  spectacular. 

No  batter  can  hit  a  ball  through  him;  no  batter  can 
hit  a  ball  anywhere  near  him  and  get  it  by. 

Not  as  good  a  thrower  as  Joe  Cronin  (who  is  the  best 
throwing  infielder  in  the  league),  Rogell  is  still  one  of 
the  best.  He  covers  more  territory  than  any  of  them  and 
he  has  no  equal  in  fielding  a  badly  hopping  ball. 

Originally  an  outfielder  for  Coffeyvrlle,  where  he 
started  his  professional  career  in  1923,  Rogell  can  trav¬ 
el  probably  farther  for  fly  balls  than  any  contemporary 
and  is  a  safer  bet  in  catching  them.  He  is  a  firm  protec¬ 
tor  of  the  short  left  field  territory. 

He  is  a  firm  behever  in  hunches.  Nearly  all  of  his  brrl- 
hant  performances  have  been  given  in  games  where  he  hit 
safely  on  his  first  time  at  bat.  Let  RogeU  get  a  hit  the  first 
time  up  and  he  becomes  convinced  that  the  day  is  his  and 
that  everything  wUI  break  for  him.  Everything  generaUy 
does  break  for  him,  but  only  because  RogeU  creates  the 
breaks.  He  moves  over  the  short  field  territory  on  those 
days  with  supreme  confidence,  tries  for  everything. 


breaks  with  the  baU  and  wiU  take  care  of  any  chance  that 
could  be  handled  by  any  shortstop  of  any  period, 
i  His  lapses  come  on  the  days  when  he  faUs  on  his 
I  first  time  up,  or  on  his  first  or  second  time  at  bat;  when 
i  he  is  called  out  on  a  bad  strike,  or  pops  a  foul  fly,  or  hits 
i  a  ball  perfectly  only  to  have  some  fielder  haul  it  in. 

These  are  the  breaks  that  toss  RogeU  into  deep 
gloom  and  when  they  continue  for  two  or  three  games 
he  becomes  morose  and  thinks  that  luck  has  turned 
i  definitely  against  him.  His  fielding  becomes  bad.  He 
i  starts  late  after  batted  balls,  he  plays  wrong  position, 
I  he  makes  mechanical  and  tactical  errors. 

If  RogeU  could  ignore  the  bad  breaks  at  bat  and  con¬ 
centrate  on  the  fielding,  he  would  be  one  of  the  out¬ 
standing  stars  of  the  game,  but  his  brUUant  perfor- 
i  mances  are  always  paralleled  by  his  careless  exhibitions, 
i  There  is  no  consistency  to  his  play;  if  there  were  he 
i  would  stand  alone  among  the  best  shortstops  of  his 
i  league. 

I  Yet  I  have  never  seen  a  shortstop  go  further  to  his  left 
than  RogeU  does.  He  has  no  equal  in  picking  up  a  ball 
i  whUe  on  a  dead  run  and  throwing  whUe  off  balance, 
i  He  is  excellent  on  a  double  play,  either  in  starting  it 
i  or  acting  as  pivot.  He  is  good  going  to  his  right  and  wUl 
I  also  go  deep  to  his  right,  and  naU  many  well-hit  balls, 
i  The  Tigers  purchased  RogeU  from  St.  Paul  in  1930,  but 
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Bill)  Rogell  linall)  made  a  Believer  of  Tigers  mail' 
ager  Buck)  Harris  with  his  periormance. 


he  didn’t  last  long.  When  he  reported  to  eamp  in  the 
spring  he  was  ambushed  by  utihty  infielder  Bill  Akers. 

One  day,  while  the  Detroit  infield  was  working  out 
at  Navin  Field,  prior  to  a  game,  Akers  strolled  to  the 
shortstop  position  where  Rogell  was  fielding 
grounders. 


Akers  told  Rogell:  “I’m  playing  shortstop  and  you 
ean  take  a  rest,  (manager  Bueky)  Harris  told  me  I  was 
to  be  the  shortstop  from  now  on.” 

When  Harris  arrived  in  the  dugout  he  found  Rogell 
sitting  gloomily  in  a  eorner.  Out  on  the  field  was  Akers 
praeticing  on  the  shortstop  position. 

“Why  aren’t  you  out  there?”  Harris  asked  Rogell. 

“Akers  told  me  he  was  playing  shortstop  from  now  on,” 
explained  RogeU. 

Harris  deeided  that  if  Rogell  let  a  substitute  like 
Akers  ehase  him  from  his  job  it  would  probably  be 
wise  to  let  Akers  eontinue  at  the  position.  Any  player 
with  that  amount  of  nerve  should  sueeeed. 

Rogell  was  shipped  to  Toronto  and  Akers  eontinued 
at  shortstop,  but  not  for  long.  Harris  soon  found  out 
that  nerve  was  Akers’  only  asset  as  a  major  leaguer. 

In  1931  Detroit  was  still  looking  for  a  shortstop.  The 
seouting  reports  said  that  the  best  shortstop  in  the 
minors  was  playing  at  Toronto.  His  name  was  Rogell. 

Harris,  sthl  influenced  by  the  Akers  incident,  did 
not  want  Rogell. 

“There  surely  must  be  a  better  one  somewhere.  It 
isn’t  possible  that  he’s  the  best  in  the  minor  leagues,” 
Harris  commented. 

But  there  was  not  a  better  one  in  the  minor  leagues, 
and  Detroit  finally  bought  back  Rogell,  paying  $10,000 
cash  for  a  player  who  had  been  virtually  given  to 
Toronto  as  a  present  the  previous  year. 

Rogell  played  48  games  for  Detroit  in  1931,  and  at 
the  close  of  the  season  Harris  remarked; 

“I  was  wrong.  Rogell  is  really  a  shortstop  and  he  can 
become  the  best  in  baseball.  Some  transformation 
must  have  taken  place  while  he  was  in  Toronto.” 

And  if  Rogell  gets  complete  confidence  and  can  fot' 
get  the  bad  breaks  at  bat  and  change  his  temperament 
to  the  extent  where  that  is  possible,  he  will  be  without 
a  peer.  He  has  everything  in  a  mechanical  way  that  his 
contemporaries  lack. 
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Cochrane  owned  Detroit  in 

By  H.G.  Salsinger^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  Aug.  7, 1938 

For  two  seasons  Mickey  Cochrane  was  the  idol  of  the  Detroit  public. 
When  he  came  here  from  Philadelphia  in  1934,  he  supplied  the  Tigers 
with  magnetic  leadership.  What  probably  was  more  important,  he  gave 
them  an  aggressive  catcher  for  the  first  time  in  a  dozen  or  more  years. 


The  combination  lifted  Detroit  to  its 
first  American  Teague  pennant  since 
1909.  Defeat  by  the  St.  Louis  Cardinals  in 
the  World  Series  followed,  but  the  next 
season,  Cochrane  drove  the  Tigers  to  both 
the  pennant  and  world  championship. 

He  scored  the  run,  on  Goose  Gosliris 
single,  that  gave  Detroit  the  deciding 
game  over  the  Chicago  Cubs  in  the  post¬ 
season  series. 

With  a  championship  under  his  belt, 

Cochrane  was  the  toast  of  the  town.  It  looked  as  if  he 
would  lead  the  Tigers  indefinitely.  A  grateful  citizen¬ 
ship  acclaimed  his  genius,  called  him  “miracle  man” 
and  turned  confidently  to  1936  with  the  hope  that  the 
Tigers  would  become  one  of  the  few  teams  in  history 
to  win  three  successive  pennants. 

But  rh  luck  of  several  kinds  overtook  Cochrane. 
Several  of  his  key  players,  including  Hank  Greenberg, 
were  injured.  Schoolboy  Rowe  developed  trouble  with 
his  arm. 

Cochrane  himself  was  taken  seriously  rh  and  had  to 
leave  the  club  for  a  vacation  and  rest  in  Wyoming.  He 
resumed  eommand  before  the  season  ended  and  the 


Tigers  finished  second  to  the  Yankees. 

In  1937  Cochrane  attempted  a  come¬ 
back  as  a  catcher.  He  was  successful  until 
felled  by  a  pitched  baU  by  Bump  Hadley 
in  Yankee  Stadium  on  May  25. 

For  weeks,  he  lay  betw^een  life  and 
death  in  a  New  York  hospital.  He  finally 
recovered  and  returned  to  the  dugout  as 
manager  but  his  health  kept  him  out  of 
the  lineup. 

After  he  was  forced  to  the  sidehnes, 
Cochrane  apparently  lost  some  of  his  skill  as  a  leader.  As 
a  bench  manager  he  could  not  rally  the  Tigers  for  a  con¬ 
sistent  drive  as  he  had  been  able  to  do  wTen  in  the  thick 
of  the  fight  himself. 

Without  Cochrane  setting  a  personal  pace,  the  club 
lagged  and  fell  far  behind  the  leaders. 

Cochrane’s  job  with  Detroit  was  his  first  as  manager. 
He  came  here  from  Philadelphia  after  establishing  him¬ 
self  as  the  greatest  catcher  of  the  modern  period;  if  not 
of  all  time.  He  strengthened  his  rank  while  catching  for 
the  Tigers.  Detroit  never  had  a  catcher  to  compare  with 
him. 

As  a  handler  of  pitchers,  it  is  doubtful  that 


GORDON  MICKEY  COCHRANE 


PHILADELPHIA  A. L. 1925  -  1955 
DETROIT  A. L. 1934  -  193? 

FIERY  CATCHER  COMPILED  A  NOT.ABLE 
RECORD  BOTH  AS  A  PLAYER  AND  MANAGER 
THE  SPARK  OF  THE  ATHLETICS' CHAMPIONSHIP 
TEAMS  OF  1929-30-31, HAD  AN  AVERAGE 
BATTING  MARK  OF  .346  FOR  THOSE  THREE 
'years.  LED  DETROIT  TO,  TWO  LEAGUE 
CHAMPIONSHIPS  AND  A  WORLD  SERIES 
TITLE  IN  1953. 
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Cochrane  ever  had  a  superior  in  the  major  leagues.  He 
worked  along  the  simple  lines  he  had  learned  from  the 
master,  Connie  Maek. 

It  was  under  Cochrane’s  handling  that  Sehoolboy 
Rowe,  Tommy  Bridges  and  Elden  Auker  had  their  best 
seasons.  Coehrane  had  a  way  with  pitchers  rarely 
equaled. 

Cochrane  was  voted  the  most  valuable  player  in  the 
American  League  in  1928,  when  he  was  with 
Philadelphia  and  again  in  1934,  when  he  was  with 
Detroit.  He  was  the  most  valuable  eatcher  in  nearly  all 
of  his  active  seasons. 

Cochrane  and  Roger  Bresnahan  were  the  only  two 
catchers  in  baseball  history  who  were  fast  enough  to 
be  placed  first  in  the  batting  order. 

Cochrane  had  everything  that  the  ideal  catcher 
should  have  —  and  speed  to  boot.  In  addition  to  his 
uncommon  speed  Cochrane  had  the  unusual  ability  to 


judge  a  pitehed  ball.  Charlie 
Gehringer  is  probably  the  only 
other  player  in  the  game  today 
who  was  the  equal  or  superior  of 
Coehrane  in  hitting  a  ball  after 
two  strikes  have  been  ealled. 

To  Coehrane,  like  Gehringer, 
two  strikes  meant  nothing;  to 
other  players  it  generally  means 
a  slight  ehange  in  grip  or  stanee, 
or  both,  and  tightening  to  a  eer- 
tain  extent.  Two  strikes  never 
handicapped  Coehrane,  never 
caused  him  to  offer  at  a  bad 
piteh  to  keep  from  striking  out. 
Pitchers  had  to  make  the  “big 
one”  good  for  Coehrane. 

No  other  eatcher  in  the  game 
has  had  the  same  suceess  in  work¬ 
ing  pitchers.  Tommy  Bridges  had  a 
great  deal  of  stuff  but  never  won  20  games  a  season  before 
Coehrane  eame  to  Detroit.  He  won  46  during  the  first 
three  years  of  Cochrane’s  managerial  eareer. 

Coehrane  eaught  Schoolboy  Rowe  into  a  string  of  16 
eonseeutive  victories,  tying  the  modern  pitehing 
ehampionship.  He  took  on  Alvin  Crowder,  after  he  was 
labeled  as  through  in  1934,  and  made  Crowder  a  most 
important  faetor  in  two  sueeessful  pennant  fights. 

Meehanically  he  had  no  equal.  While  most  old-time 
catchers  walk  around  with  gnarled  fingers,  Coehrane 
never  had  a  finger  injury. 

He  ehanged  the  style  of  reeeiving,  letting  the  glove 
do  the  catehing  and  the  hand  do  the  holding.  He 
caught  so  that  the  ball  always  landed  in  the  soeket  of 
the  mitt  and  let  his  bare  hand  close  over  it.  No  catcher 
had  this  trick  before  Coehrane  eame  along. 

He  probably  never  had  an  equal  tagging  runners 
coming  into  the  plate. 
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By  Mike  O’Hara  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  June  24, 1986 


oon,  they  would  be  lining  up  at  a  table  that  had  been  placed  on  a  small, 
elevated  platform  in  a  corner  of  a  ballroom  at  the  Roma  Hall  in  West 


Bloomfield.  The  prize  was  Harvey  Kuenn’s  autograph 
a  scrap  of  paper,  baseball  or  picture,  at  four  bucks  a  throw. 


one  signature  on 


The  setting  was  a  sports  memorabilia  show  for  peo¬ 
ple  who  like  to  swap  baseball  eards  for  a  price  and  buy 
such  other  baseball  artifacts  as  Al  Kaline’s  road  jersey,  a 
reproduction  of  Kuenn  and  Kaline  on  the  cover  of  Sports 
Illustrated  in  1956,  and  Lou  Brock’s  baseball  bat.  For  a 
cool  $1,000,  you  can  have  Kaline’s  jersey  Kuenris  1959 
baseball  card  goes  for  $4.  And  for  $10,  a  1983  Los 
Angeles  Dodgers  puzzle  is  all  yours. 

Zounds. 

But  the  real  gem  at  the  Roma  was  Kuenris  honest-to-gosh 
signature.  As  the  hne  grew  in  the  ballroom,  Kuenn  talked 
baseball  —  some  of  it  about  himself,  about  Lfe  in  Detroit,  and 
about  a  day  in  the  spring  of  1960  that  he  wH  never  forget. 

When  he  thinks  of  1960,  Kuenn  thinks  of  The  Trade. 

Kuenn  had  played  five  innings  of  the  Tigers’  last  exhi¬ 
bition  game  in  Florida  that  spring.  It  was  April  17.  The 
next  day  the  Tigers  were  to  fly  to  Cleveland,  where  they 
would  open  the  season  against  the  Indians  on  April  19. 

After  one  of  the  biggest  trades  in  the  Tigers’  history, 
Kuenn  played  on  Opening  Day  —  for  the  Cleveland 
Indians.  Gone  was  the  man  who  had  led  the  American 
League  in  hitting  in  1959,  with  a  .353  average.  In  his 
place,  the  Tigers  had  Rocky  Colavito,  a  home  run  hitter 
and  community  idol  in  Cleveland. 


“It  was  the  most  shocking  thing  that  ever  happened 
to  me  in  baseball,”  Kuenn  said.  “In  those  days,  trades 
were  made  like  that.  You  never  had  anything  to  say 
about  it.  You  were  just  happy  to  be  going  to  another 
major-league  club.” 

If  Kuenn  had  had  an  agent  at  the  time,  he  never 
would  have  gone  to  Cleveland. 

“I’d  probably  have  had  it  in  my  contract  that  I  would¬ 
n’t  be  traded,”  Kuenn  said. 

He  recalled  the  day’s  events  that  severed  his  connec¬ 
tion  with  the  Tigers. 

“I’d  played  five  innings  of  our  last  exhibition  game  in 
Cleveland,”  he  said.  “Jimmie  Dykes  was  our  manager 
then.  He  told  me,  ‘I’d  like  to  see  you  in  my  office.’  1  did¬ 
n’t  have  any  idea  what  was  going  on  at  that  point.  We 
just  walked  back  together.  There  wasn’t  much  said. 

“He  told  me  to  sit  down.  He  offered  me  a  cigar.” 

It  wasn’t  quite  like  finding  a  dead  fish  on  the  front 
seat  of  his  truck;  but  Kuenn  knew  something  was  afoot. 
He  didn’t  need  a  kiss  on  the  cheek.  He  was  traded. 

“He  wished  me  well,  and  I  washed  Jimmie  Dykes 
well,”  Kuenn  said.  “I  hated  to  leave  Detroit  because  I 
thought  we  had  a  chance  to  wan  it  all. 

“I  took  the  cigar.” 
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Kuenn  left  behind  a  trad  of  outstanding  hitting  years  in 
Detroit,  tie  broke  in  as  a  fuU-time  shortstop  with  the 
Tigers  in  1953.  He  hit  .308  with  209  hits.  He  had  201  hits 
the  next  year  and  hit  .306.  Only  once  as  a  Tiger  did  Kuenris 
average  fall  below  .300  —  in  1957,  when  he  hit  .277. 

Kuenn  was  never  as  productive  at  the  plate  after  he 
left  Detroit.  He  hit  .308  in  1960,  his  only  season  with  the 
Indians.  Colavito  was  so  popular  in  Cleveland  that 
there  was  a  backlash  against  Kuenn.  The  Indians  trad¬ 
ed  him  to  San  Francisco  in  1961  and  Kuenn  finished  out 
his  career  in  the  National  League. 

Kuenn  was  a  streak  hitter  in  Detroit.  Except  the 
streak  began  on  Opening  Day  and  never  ended. 

At  55,  Kuenn’s  eyes  still  have  the  sharp  blaze  that 
gave  him  his  ability  at  the  bat. 

Time  was  not  altogether  kind  to  Kuenn.  He  lost  part 
of  his  right  leg  because  of  diabetes,  and  he  underwent 
open  heart  surgery. 

His  last  full-time  job  in  baseball  was  as  manager  of 
the  Milwaukee  Brewers.  Kuenn  took  over  for  Buck 
Rodgers  during  the  1982  season  and  led  Milwaukee  to 
the  Brewers’  only  World  Series  appearance. 

Kuenn  was  rehired  for  the  1983  season,  but  was  fired 
after  Milwaukee  slumped  to  fifth  place  and  finished  11 
games  out  of  first  place. 

Kuenn  still  works  as  a  scout  for  the  Brewers.  He 
scouts  the  National  League  teams  and  helps  out  in  the 
Instructional  League. 

It  isn’t  the  same  pace  or  grind  he  endured  as  a  player  and 
manager,  but  it  keeps  Kuenn  close  enough  to  the  game. 

“It’s  a  lot  of  fun,”  Kuenn  said.  “But  I  always  said  that 
when  it  stops  being  fun,  that’s  when  you’re  in  trouble.” 

Kuenn  is  as  surprised  as  most  other  experts  that 
Detroit  is  m  last  place  in  the  American  League  East.  He 
expected  Detroit  and  Toronto  to  challenge  for  the  divi¬ 
sion  title.  He  went  through  the  same  thing  in  Milwaukee 
in  1983  that  has  happened  to  Detroit  the  last  two  sea¬ 
sons.  A  good,  young  team  disintegrated  rapidly. 


Kuemi’s  batting  average  fell  belo\\  .300  once  as  a  Tiger. 


“Other  ballclubs  start  to  improve  a  httle  bit  more,” 
Kuenn  said.  “They  get  higher  draft  choices  because  they 
weren’t  winning.  Young  people  come  up  (on  other  teams) 
when  you’ve  more  or  less  stuck  with  the  same  bahclub.” 
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Bird  i  one  season  was  a  great  one 

By  Jerry  Green  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  March  20, 1996 

The  kid  with  the  screechy  voice  went  to  the  pay  phone  in  the  corner  of  the 
sprtng'training  clubhouse.  “Got  a  dime?”  he  asked  the  clubhouse  boy.  It 
was  the  same  tone  he  used  in  his  one-sided  dialogue  with  baseballs. 


The  attendant  handed  him  a  coin  to  raise  an  opera¬ 
tor  for  the  collect  call  to  Massachusetts. 

“Mom,  dad,  1  made  it,”  said  Mark  Fidrych,  age  21. 

He  had  a  bird’s  face  and  long  curly  yellowish  hair 
and  an  odd  gait  and  a  way  about  him. 

“It’s  not  every  day  a  kid  makes  it,”  he  said  after  he 
completed  his  call  home.  “I’m  one  in  a  million.  I’ll  tell 
you,  man,  it’s  the  rush  of  my  life.  I’ll  never  have  another 
high  like  it.  I  went  to  stand  up  and  my  legs  shook  so 
much  I  couldn’t  stand. 

“You  married?  Like  when  you  got  married.  That’s  a 
rush.” 

It  was  20  years  ago.  Wow  —  his  favorite  expression. 
Just  about  this  time  in  spring  training,  the  Tigers  were  in 
a  rebuilding  mode,  and  Ralph  Houk,  the  manager,  had 
decided  to  take  an  untested  rookie  north  from  Lakeland 
with  them  on  their  pitching  staff  for  the  1976  season. 

It  was  the  start  of  something... 

Where  is  he  now,  Mark  Fidrych,  “The  Bird,”  who 
enchanted  American  before  fading  from  baseball  two 
broken  seasons  later  with  a  bum  arm  and  an  aching 
knee? 

“He’s  here,”  said  Jessica  Fidrych,  age  8,  into  another 
telephone  in  Northborough,  Mass.  She  called  her  daddy 
to  the  phone. 

“I  still  have  a  10-wheeler,”  said  Mark  Fidrych,  age  41, 


his  voice  the  same  as  it  had  been  since  the  day  it  had  start¬ 
ed  to  change.  “A  dump  truck.  I  haul  asphalt  and  gravel. 

“I  was  out  visiting  my  friend  Larry  King  in  Michigan 
last  weekend.  Chesterfield  Township.  He  has  a  screen¬ 
ing  plant.  A  rig  that  separates  rock  out  of  dirt.  He’s  got 
a  gravel  train.  I’d  like  to  have  one  for  my  farm. 

“I  sthl  have  my  farm.  I  do  a  little  work.” 

Fidrych  had  just  cooked  supper  —  his  word  —  for 
Jessica  and  his  wife  Ann,  who  works  as  a  nutritionist. 

“My  life’s  changed  a  lot,”  he  said,  “and  I  think  it’s 
changed  for  the  better. 

“Now  you  see  athletes  doing  commercials.  I’d  like  to 
think  I’m  still  marketable.  I  think  there’s  still  a  market 
for  me  in  Detroit. 

“I  was  national  at  one  time.  I  was  like  Larry  Bird.  A 
Michael  Jordan.  A  Rodman... 

“Like  Ned  Simon  said  to  me  once  in  New  York, 
‘You’re  an  untapped  oil  well.’” 

Fidrych  had  taken  Detroit  by  storm  in  the  summer  of 
the  nation’s  Bicentennial,  winning  19  games  and  start¬ 
ing  in  the  All-Star  Game  as  a  rookie. 

Once,  Fidrych  had  a  cameo  role  in  playwright/screen 
writer  Simon’s  “Slugger’s  Wife.” 

One  year  after  his  stratospheric  season,  Fidrych’s 
arm  went  bad.  He  hurt  the  knee  climbing  the  ware 
fence  at  Marchant  Stadium  in  Lakeland.  He  would  wan 
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only  eight  more  games  in  1977  and  1978, 
appear  in  only  13  more.  His  career  was 
done  by  the  time  he  was  25. 

One  day  he  told  Fred  Gladding,  the 
pitching  coach,  that  he  couldn’t  throw. 

Tiger  Stadium  was  packed  to  see  him. 

Another  pitcher,  a  rookie  named  Jack 
Morris,  went  to  the  bullpen  to  warm  up 
for  his  first  major  deague  start.  The  fans 
booed  Morris.  Jim  Campbell,  the  club 
president,  grabbed  the  public  address 
microphone  and  explained  to  the  cus¬ 
tomers  that  Fidrych  could  not  pitch,  that 
they  could  have  their  ticket  money  back. 

“It  was  a  way  of  showing  the  fans 
we’re  not  savages,”  Fidrych  said  from 
Northborough.  “I  said.  Jack  have  fun 
today,  because  the  fun  is  over.’” 

It  was,  but  it  wasn’t. 

He  returned  to  Northborough,  leav¬ 
ing  us  with  baseball  stories  that 
belonged  to  rich  fiction. 

“Oh,  I  don’t  do  that  anymore,”  he  said 
this  past  week.  “The  Fried  Egg.” 

It  was  a  dance  Fidrych  and  a  friend 
invented  once  in  Northborough  and  told 
us  about,  part  of  his  persona. 

“We’d  get  on  our  backs  and  wiggle  on 
the  floor,”  he  said.  “At  Sir  Morgan’s  Cove 
in  Worcester.” 

The  Bird’s  heart  remains  in  Detroit.  He 
comes  here  often,  for  charity  events,  to  par¬ 
ticipate  with  Wertz’s  Warriors  in  their 
annual  snowmobiling  fund-raiser.  And  as 
he  has  done  since  1977,  he  still  purchases 
four  season  tickets  for  the  baU  games  at 
Tiger  Stadium,  passing  them  out  to  friends. 

“I’ll  probably  never  give  them  up  until  I  die,”  he  said. 


Mark  Fidrych  took  xMncrica  hy  storm  in  1976,  w  in 
ning  19  games  and  playing  to  packed  stadiums. 
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McLain  was  ace  of  Series  team 

By  Jerry  Green  ^  The  Detroit  hi cws 
Originaeey  printed  1993 

It  was  25  years  ago,  but  the  mystique  of  Denny  McLain  and  the  1968  Tigers 
still  grips  those  who  lived  through  it  all.  The  swagger  and  the  carefree  spirit 
are  stfll  there  25  years  later,  cemented  in  the  persona  of  Dennis  Dale  McLain. 


1 
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They  remain  a  quarter-eentury  after  his  pitching 
exploits  provided  an  escape  for  a  v/ar- angry  nation 
and  an  antidote  to  a  riot-frightened  city 

"I  felt  absolutely  invincible  that  year,”  says  McLain, 
whose  stream-oTconsciousness  gabbiness  has  rescued 
him  from  the  ruins  of  his  post-Tigers  life. 

“The  first  two  games  I  didn’t  even  get  a  decision.  I 
knew  I  was  pitching  well.  Good  was  an  understate¬ 
ment,  and  the  game  was  so  easy. 

“If  I  wanted  to  throw  the  ball  down- and- away 
into  a  spot  2-by-2,  it  looked  6-by-6.  It  was  that 


wide  to  me.  It  was  doubly  easy.  No  matter  how 
many  men  got  on  they  weren’t  going  to  score. 
There’d  be  a  strikeout,  a  line  drive,  a  pop  up.  They 
weren’t  going  to  score.” 

This  was  vintage  Denny  McLain.  The  true  Denny 
McLain.  Not  the  voice  who  has  become  a  popular 
morning  talk-show  radio  host  with  a  multitude  of  con¬ 
troversial  opinions  on  WXYT-AM.  Not  the  TV  goof- 
ball  who  teams  in  sports  comedy  gigs  on  Channel  2 
with  Eh  Zaret.  Not  the  Denny  who  strayed  and  spent 
time  in  the  federal  slammer. 

This  was  Denny  as  he  sounded  in  1968,  that  tragic- 
wonderful  year  when  the  Tigers  won  a  pennant.  This 
was  the  Denny  who  ripped  the  fans  for  presumed  dis¬ 
loyalties,  then  apologized;  the  Denny  who  took  off  for 
Las  Vegas  at  the  controls  of  a  Learjet;  the  Denny  who 
played  the  organ  in  concert,  with  groups,  once  from  the 
loft  at  Ti  ger  Stadium. 

You  have  to  be  at  least  30  now  to  remember  what 
the  summer  was  like,  that  summer  of  Vietnam  War 
protest  and  the  gunning  down  of  American  leaders. 
Dr.  Martin  Luther  King,  killed.  Bobby  Kennedy, 
killed. 

That  summer  when  Dennis  Dale  McLain,  with  his 
pitching  artistry,  won  31  games  for  the  Tigers  in  a  town 
that  had  burned  one  year  earlier  in  riots. 

“It  was  such  a  blur,”  McLain  says  25  years  later, 
now  age  49.  “It  happened  so  quickly.  A  couple  of 
good  things  I  remember.  The  way  they  celebrated  in 
Detroit.  Black,  white,  green,  yellow,  they  were  hug¬ 
ging  each  other.  Next  time,  they  burned  the  town 
down.  That  was  ’84. 

“And  fundamentally,  it’s  the  best  baseball  team  I’ve 
ever  seen.  You  expected  us  to  win  every  night.” 

It  is  vivid  sthl  in  the  imaginations  of  those  of  us  who 
were  around  the  ballpark  in  ’68.  The  ’68  Tigers  are 
etched  in  this  community  as  no  other  Detroit  team,  in 
any  sport,  can  be. 
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Jennings  was  best  before  Sparky 

By  Joe  Falls  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originaeey  printed  September  2, 1992 

He  was  every  bit  as  colorful  as  Sparky  Anderson  —  a  popular  man 

with  the  public.  Everyone  liked  Hughie  Jennings  in  his  days  as  man 
aser  of  the  Tigers. 


They  called  him  the  “Ee-Yah!”  man,  the  man  who 
managed  the  club  for  14  seasons  and  won  three 
straight  pennants  in  ’07,  ’08  and  ’09.  He  was  a  happy 
man,  a  blue- eyed,  freckle-faced  Irishman  who  had  a 
fine  sense  of  humor  and  always  seemed  to  have  a  grin. 

He  certainly  enriched  the  lexicon  of  baseball. 
Jennings  would  stand  in  the  first-base  coaching  box, 
raise  his  fists,  kick  one  leg  in  the  air  and  yell:  “Here  we 
are!”  Finally,  by  sacrificing  consonants  for  simplicity, 
this  became  “Ee-Yah!”  The  fans  would  pick  up  the 
chant  whenever  Jennings  would  step  onto  the  field, 
and  sounds  would  ring  through  old  Bennett  Park. 

Jennings  had  been  a  shortstop  for  the  old  Baltimore 
Orioles  in  the  late  1800s  and  his  greatest  claim  to  fame 
—  the  one  that  caught  the  attention  of  everyone  in  base¬ 
ball  —  is  how  well  he  got  along  with  Ty  Cobb.  It  wasn’t 
easy,  because  not  many  ever  got  along  with  Cobb.  But 
they  survived  together  for  14  years,  before  Cobb  himself 
took  over  from  Jennings  as  manager  in  1921. 

An  educated  man  who  passed  his  bar  examination 
while  managing  the  Tigers,  Jennings  was  one  of  the 
early  dugout  psychologists  who  probed  the  players’ 
psyches  to  bring  out  their  best.  Connie  Mack  called 
him  one  of  the  three  greatest  managers  in  history,  along 
with  John  McGraw  and  Joe  McCarthy. 

As  a  student  at  Cornell,  where  he  coached  the  base¬ 


ball  team  in  exchange  for  his  tuition,  young  Jennings 
decided  to  go  swimming  one  evening.  It  was  near  dusk, 
and  he  didn’t  bother  to  turn  on  the  lights  in  the  nata- 
torium.  He  dived  off  the  high  springboard  and  landed 
head  first  on  the  concrete  floor.  Again,  he  survived. 

Jennings’  special  treatment  of  Cobb  didn’t  sit  well 
with  some  of  the  other  Tigers.  In  fact,  many  resented  it. 

Jennings  was  not  as  easy  on  some  of  his  other  players. 
He  was  running  a  roUicking  team  but  demanded  some 
discipline.  One  day  he  ordered  first  baseman  Claude 
Rossman  to  lay  down  a  bunt.  Rossman  crossed  up  his 
manager  and  hit  a  home  run.  Jennings  fined  him  $50. 

Jennings’  psychology  may  seem  rudimentary  by 
today’s  standards,  but  it  was  almost  revolutionary  at 
the  time.  The  usual  procedure  was  to  threaten  a  player 
to  make  him  produce.  Jennings’  theory  was  quite  the 
opposite.  He  said;  “Never  waste  your  time  and  energy 
scolding  a  man  in  anger.  When  you  are  angry,  your  rea¬ 
soning  is  not  sound.  If  you  must  scold,  let  the  man 
know  that  by  taking  up  time  with  him  you  are  paying 
him  the  highest  compliment  possible.  If  you  have  to 
start  fining  them,  it  is  time  to  get  rid  of  them.” 

Cobb  was  his  greatest  test. 

From  the  beginning,  Cobb  was  hard  to  handle  —  a 
man  who  could  be  insufferable  in  the  way  he  treated  oth¬ 
ers.  He  thought  of  htde  more  than  himself.  He  insisted  on 
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doing  everything  his  own  way. 

But  almost  immediately,  Jennings 
saw  brilliance.  More  important,  he 
recognized  young  Cobb’s  individuab 
ity  He  called  Cobb  aside  one  day  and 
said:  “There  isn’t  anything  about 
baseball  1  can  teach  you.  Anything  I 
might  say  to  you  would  merely  hiu" 
der  you  in  your  development.  The 
only  thing  for  you  to  do  is  go  ahead 
and  do  as  you  please.  Use  your  own 
judgment.  You  can  teach  yourself  bet¬ 
ter  than  any  man  1  know  can  teach 
you.  You  just  go  ahead  and  work 
things  out  your  way.  Do  what  you 
think  is  best  and  I’ll  back  you  up.” 

That  was  all  Cobb  needed  to  hear.  It 
set  him  apart  from  his  teammates,  and 
that  was  exactly  what  he  wanted.  He 
knew  Jennings  was  a  tough  player  in 
his  day.  When  he  played  for  the 
bustling  Orioles,  Jennings  was  their 
most  aggressive  player.  His  speciahty 
was  getting  hit  by  pitched  balls  to  set 
up  ralhes.  It  was  permissible  to  step  in 
front  of  pitches  in  those  days,  and  he 
would  get  hit  as  much  as  three  times 
iQ  one  game.  One  time,  in  Philadelphia, 
he  got  hit  in  the  head  in  the  third 
inning,  but  he  finished  the  game.  The  moment  it  was 
over,  he  collapsed,  unconscious. 

Jennings  would  work  his  psychology  on  other  play¬ 
ers,  as  well.  His  favorite  target  was  Ed  Walsh,  the  great 
pitcher  of  the  White  Sox.  Both  came  from  the  same 
coal-mining  neighborhood  of  Moosic,  Pa.  Walsh’s  fam¬ 
ily  was  Polish;  Jennings’  Irish. 

Whenever  the  teams  met,  Jennings  would  cry  out; 
“You’re  not  kidding  me.  You’re  real  name  is  Wallonski. 


Manager  Hughie  Jennings  was  a  showman,  getting  the  eroA>d 
involved  with  his  ‘Ee-Yahl’  chant. 


You  stole  a  good  Irish  name  just  as  you  stole  pennies  from 
the  poor  box  in  church.”  Walsh  would  become  unnerved 
and  lose  his  composure.  In  Jennings’  first  year,  Walsh 
won  24  games  but  couldn’t  finish  any  against  the  Tigers. 

After  14  years,  Jennings  not  only  was  losing  interest  in 
the  team,  but  also  his  nerves.  With  the  team  floundering 
in  seventh  place  in  1920,  he  could  take  no  more.  He  knew 
he  could  not  meet  his  own  standards  and  told  Cobb;  “I 
can’t  take  it  any  longer.  I  want  you  to  take  over  the  club.” 
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Heavy-hitting  Willie 
Horton  ^^as  al\>ays  a 
hin  fa>  orite  plaving  lor 
his  hoineto\Mi  team. 
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By  Mike  O’Hara  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originaeey  printed  June  2, 1985 


His  new  uniform  has  the  pinstripes  of  the  most  famous  team  in  baseball 

history  —  maybe  the  best  known  American  sports  franchise  ever  — 
and  his  home  base  is  Yankee  Stadium.  He  remembers  Yankee  Stadium 
when  the  monuments  were  at  the  base  of  the  waU  in  center  field.  Now  they’ve  been 
moved  in  the  redesigned  stadium  to  a  place  called  Memorial  Park,  behind  the  fence. 


Somewhere  Willie  Horton  keeps  a  monument  of 
his  own.  It  is  a  baseball  uniform  without  pinstripes. 
On  the  front  is  an  olde  English  D.  On  the  back  is  his 
number  23,  and  above  it,  his  name  “HORTON”. 

It  is  the  uniform  he  wore  for  the  Detroit  Tigers  for 
15  years,  from  1963,  when  he  started  the  season  with 
them  but  was  sent  back  to  the  minors  as  a  confused 
young  player  who  wasn’t  quite  ready  to  handle  major- 
league  pitching  and  pressure,  until  Ralph  Houk 
shipped  him  to  Texas  in  1977. 

Gone,  traded,  shipped.  All  the  words  they  use  when 
somebody  is  moved  from  one  team  to  another.  You  can 
add  sent  packing. 

Except  Detroit  never  left  Wfilie 
Horton. 

“I  cried  the  day  I  left  there,” 

Horton  said  the  other  night  from  a 
spot  on  the  bench  on  the  home  team’s 
dugout  at  Yankee  Stadium.  “I’ve  stfil 
got  that  uniform.  They  signed  me 
when  I  was  17.  They  raised  me.  All  I 
know  is  the  Tigers.” 

Wfilie  Horton  is  42,  and  his  home 


for  the  last  seven  years  has  been  in  Kirkland,  Wash.,  a 
suburb  of  Seattle  in  the  majestic  Pacific  Northwest, 
where  he  has  come  to  love  the  mountains  and  the 
peaceful  community. 

But  deep  down,  home  to  Horton  is  the  heart  of 
Detroit.  It  is  where  he  starred  in  high  school  and  on  the 
sandlots.  It  is  the  drive  up  the  Eodge  Ereeway  to  get  to 
Michigan  and  Trumbull,  where  Tiger  Stadium  is  a 
monument  to  a  city’s  baseball  team  and  its  passion  for 
those  who  graced  it. 

In  a  manner  which  many  young  athletes  might  not 
understand,  Wfilie  Horton  and  Detroit  share  the  same 
heartbeat.  They  belong  to  each  other,  this  city  that 

embraces  its  heroes  and  anti- 
heroes.  All  Detroit  ever  asked  of 
most  of  its  athletes  —  especially 
those  who  sprouted  from  its  sod 
—  was  that  they  punched  in  on 
time,  worked  their  shift,  and  did 
their  best. 

Wfilie  Horton  did  that. 

His  statistics  are  there  to  doc¬ 
ument  his  accomplishments  in 


“/  cried  the  day  I  left 
there.  Vve  still  got  that 
uniform.  I  hey  signed  me 
when  1  was  ly.  Thev 
raised  me.  All  1  know  is 
the  tigers.” 

WiLi.iE  Horion 
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Willie  Horton  hit  20-plus  homers  six  times  w^th  Detroit. 


the  major  leagues;  2,028  games  played,  1,993  hits,  325 
home  runs. 

But  long  ago,  Horton  already  had  made  a  mark  on  the 
town  as  perhaps  no  high  school  baseball  player  ever  did. 

It  is  not  unusual  for  high  school  athletes  to  achieve 
celebrity  status  in  Detroit,  but  most  frequently  they 
play  basketball  and  football.  Reggie  Harding,  Lonnie 
Sanders,  Henry  Carr  —  who  ran  track  and  played  foot¬ 
ball  —  Ralph  Simpson,  Spencer  Haywood  and  most 
recently  Antoine  Joubert,  were  young  men  who  made 
their  mark  on  the  hardwood  court  or  the  football  field. 

But  Horton  did  it  in  baseball.  He  was  a  legend  on  the 
sandlots,  untd  the  Tigers  signed  him  in  1961  at  the  age  of  17. 
He  had  a  following.  There  was  the  time  he  hit  a  home  run 
into  the  upper  deck  at  Tiger  Stadium  in  the  City  League’s 
championship  game.  Once  in  a  game  at  Northwestern 
Field,  Horton  launched  a  moon  shot.  The  shortstop  drift¬ 


ed  back  and  called  for  the  baU, 
which  continued  to  soar  until  it 
finaUy  landed  on  Grand  River, 
some  500  feet  away.  Or  so  that 
story  goes.  Who  knows?  The  ball 
might  have  landed  on  the  other 
side  of  Grand  River. 

He  was  WiQie  the  Wonder 
as  a  young  player  with  the 
Tigers.  He  could  carry  a  team  for 
a  week  with  a  hot  streak.  He 
made  the  old  park  crackle. 

“I  never  realized  how  a  per¬ 
son  can  control  a  city  as  a  young 
man,”  he  said.  “I’m  proud  of  that.” 

He  got  something  in  return 
this  weekend.  He  came  back  to 
be  honored  last  week  at  a  testi¬ 
monial  dinner  at  Cobo  Hall. 
Proceeds  from  the  dinner  are 
going  to  help  estabhsh  an  Afro- 
American  Sports  Hall  of  Fame  Gallery  in  Detroit. 

“I  haven’t  been  able  to  sleep,”  Horton  said  before 
leaving  for  Detroit.  “I  hope  I  can  hold  up.  This  puts  the 
icing  on  some  old  scars.” 

One  scar  healed  when  he  got  back  to  the  major 
leagues  after  an  absence  of  more  than  seven  years  as  a 
“tranquility  coach”  for  the  Yankees.  He  was  hired  by 
Bhly  Martin  after  Martin  replaced  Yogi  Berra  as  man¬ 
ager  after  10  games  of  the  season. 

Tranquility  coach?  It  is  something  new  to  baseball. 
Or  is  it? 

“They’ve  had  tranquility  coaches  in  baseball 
before.”  Martin  said,  puffing  —  rather  tranquilly  —  on 
his  pipe.  “They  called  them  peacemakers,  right? 

“That’s  what  he  is.  There  was  a  tranquility  gun  in 
the  west;  the  Colt.” 

Willie  Horton,  hired  gun  —  peacemaker. 
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By  Jerry  Green  >  The  Detroit  News 
Originaely  printed  August  i6,  1988 

It  was  the  second  day  of  the  1968  season  and  Gates  Brown  sat  in  the  dugout 
at  Tiger  Stadium.  He  watched  Denny  McLain  pitch.  And  as  he  did,  Gates 
Brown  steamed  with  anger. 


Twenty  years  later,  the  eircumstances  are  still  fresh 
in  his  mind. 

“You  remember  in  ’67,  when  1  got  hurt,  broke  my 
wrist,  they  brought  up  Lenny  Green?”  Brown  said.  “He 
did  a  good  job  for  the  Tigers.  In  ’68,  you  know,  hell,  I 
was  in  the  big  leagues  five  years  by  then  and  they  came 
to  me  the  last  couple  of  days  before  the  end  of  spring 
training  and  they  said,  ‘Gates,  it’s  between  you  and 
Lenny,  (and)  you  just  made  the  team.’ 

“And  it  kind  of  ticked  me  off.  I  ain’t  got  nothing 
against  Lenny,  but  he  was  38  and  I’m  26. 1  can  hit.  1  can. 
To  think  that  I  was  that  close.  They  could  have  been 
joking,  I  don’t  know. 

“I  always  felt  we’d  have  won  in  ’67  if  1  hadn’t  been 
hurt.  We  lost  by  one  game  the  last  day.  I  thought  I 
would  have  won  one  game  for  us  during  the  summer. 

Before  that  second  game  in  1968,  Manager  Mayo 
Smith  said  Brown  was  available  —  via  trade  or  cash. 

“I’d  like  another  right-handed  pinch  hitter,”  Smith 
said.  “We  have  plenty  of  left-handers.” 

So  Brown  stewed  about  the  treatment. 

Eddie  Mathews  was  the  first  left-handed  pinch  hit¬ 
ter  in  that  game  against  the  Red  Sox,  batting  for 
McLain  in  the  seventh.  Tom  Matchick,  the  second  left- 
handed  pinch  hitter,  was  used  in  the  eighth. 


The  game  remained  tied  into  the  home  half  of  the 
ninth.  Jon  Warden,  a  rookie  rehef  pitcher,  was  to  be  the 
lead-off  batter.  Smith  sent  out  Brown  to  hit  for  Warden. 

“I  took  the  home  run  off  John  Wyatt  in  the  ninth,” 
Brown  said.  “We  took  off  from  there.” 

The  Tigers  beat  the  Red  Sox  4-3.  It  was  their  first 
victory  in  ’68.  They  would,  in  a  few  days,  move  into 
first  place.  They  would  win  nine  straight  games. 

But  more  than  anything,  Browm’s  pinch-hit  home  run 
started  a  pattern  the  Tigers  w^ould  foUow^  through  the 
championship  season.  They  would  win  in  this  melodra¬ 
matic  style  aU  the  way  to  the  World  Series.  McLain’s 
30th  victory  in  September  would  be  of  the  last-hcks  vari¬ 
ety.  The  pennant  cfmeher  a  few  nights  later  wuuld  be  the 
same,  on  Don  Wert’s  single  in  the  bottom  of  the  ninth. 

Throughout  the  summer.  Brown  would  provide  the 
mighty  punch  with  his  speciality.  He  was  the  pinch 
hitter  extraordinaire,  finishing  16-for-26,  a  .577  average 
in  the  clutch. 

A  mid- August  weekend  series  was  especially  mem¬ 
orable.  The  Red  Sox  were  back  at  Tiger  Stadium. 

Brown  got  a  pinch-hit  home  run  in  the  first  game, 
but  the  Tigers  still  lost. 

Then,  on  Sunday,  Aug.  11,  the  Tigers  and  Red  Sox 
played  a  doubleheader.  The  first  game  dawdled  into 
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A  pinch  hitter  extraordinaire,  Gates  BroAMi  had  his  ups  and  do>>  ns 
^^ith  manager  Mayo  Smith. 


the  14th  inning,  four  hours  and  23 
minutes.  It  was  4-4.  Smith  sent  up 
Brown  to  bat  for  Mickey  Lolich. 

“That  was  a  funny  game,”  Brown 
recalled.  “You  try  to  guess  along  with 
the  manager.  I  had  myself  hitting 
three  or  four  or  five  times.  It  never 
materialized,  unth  the  14th.  And  then 
it  was  two  outs  with  nobody  on.  I 
really  didn’t  think  he’d  use  me  then. 

“But  lady  luck  was  with  me.  I  hit  a 
home  run.  I  think  that  was  one  of  my 
most  memorable  games.” 

Smith  rewarded  Brown  by  putting 
him  in  left  field  for  the  second  game. 

The  Red  Sox  scored  three  runs  in 
the  top  of  the  ninth  and  took  a  5-2 
lead.  It  was  dark  out.  The  lights  were 
on.  It  was  almost  9  when  the  bottom 
of  the  ninth  began.  Then  the  Tigers 
tied  it  with  a  quaint  rally  —  a  walk  to 
Jim  Price,  Bril  Freehan’s  bloop  hit  over 
the  shortstop,  Dick  McAuliffe’s  drib¬ 
bled  single  through  the  infield, 

Mickey  Stanley’s  bouncing  single 
over  the  pitcher’s  head.  A1  Kaline’s 
bloop  single  off  the  end  of  his  bat.  Not 
a  solid  hit  —  but  this  was  the  bottom 
of  the  ninth  and  these  were  the  ’68  Tigers.  They  were 
full  of  miracles. 

Now,  with  the  score  5-5  and  Stanley  at  third,  Kaline 
on  first.  Brown  was  the  batter. 

“I  never  thought  I’d  hit  in  the  ninth,”  Brown  said.  He 
thought  Smith  would  pinch  hit  for  the  supreme  pinch 
hitter  because  a  left-hander  was  on  the  mound. 

“Sparky  Tyle  was  pitching,  he  had  some  good  slid¬ 
ers,”  Brown  said.  “It  was  a  breaking  ball  away  from  me. 
I  didn’t  hit  that  good.  The  infield  was  in.  I  hit  it 


between  George  Scott  and  the  second  baseman  (Mike 
Andrews).  Soon  as  I  hit,  I  knew  it  was  through  if 
George  couldn’t  get  it  —  he  was  the  best  first  baseman 
in  the  league  —  and  if  he  couldn’t  get  it,  nobody  could.” 

A  squib  single,  Stanley  scored,  a  four-run  rally  in  the 
ninth,  the  Tigers  won  6-5.  Brown  drove  in  the  winning 
run  in  both  games. 

The  tip-off  for  the  kind  of  career  Brown  would  have 
was  his  first  major-league  at  bat  against  the  Red  Sox  in 
1963.  He  was  a  pinch  hitter  —  and  he  hit  a  home  run. 
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Sunday  no  sahhath  for  Maxwell 

By  Bill  Brennan  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  July  5, 1981 

Charlie  Maxwell  was  noted  for  his  dramatic  Sunday  punch,  and  after 
one  such  productive  day  with  the  Detroit  Tigers,  a  waggish  copy  edi 
tor  headlined  Maxwell’s  efforts  “Paw  Paw  Pow  Pow.” 


Any  Tiger  fan  of  the  mid''1950s  through  the  early 
1960s  knew  instantly  what  the  headline  meant: 
Maxwell,  who  had  put  the  small  grape- growing  eom- 
munity  of  Paw  Paw  on  the  map  of  Miehigan,  had  hit  two 
home  runs. 

Maxwell,  who  still  makes  his  home  in  Paw  Paw  and 
who  today  is  as  trim  and  fit  as  back  when  he  played  left 
field  for  the  Boston  Red  Sox,  Tigers  and  Chicago 
White  Sox,  shrugs  off  his  talent  for  hitting  Sunday 
homers  “as  one  of  the  oddities  of  baseball.” 

“When  I  was  with  the  Tigers,  Frank  Lary  was  my 
roommate,  and  the  Yankees  figured  all  Lary  had  to  do 
was  throw  his  glove  on  the  mound  to  beat  them.  I 
remember  the  Tigers  going  into  Yankee  Stadium  and 
Lary  beating  them  —  and  then  we  went  on  to  Kansas 
City  and  Lary  pitched  again  and  all  they  did  was  hit 
the  darndest  line  drives  off  of  him  you  ever  saw.  About 
the  third  or  fourth  inning  Lary  was  advising  the 
infielders  to  take  out  additional  life  insurance. 

“But  that’s  what  makes  baseball  interesting,  it’s 
unpredictable.” 

Baseball  may  be  unpredictable  but  Maxwell  never 
was.  And  fans  always  knew  the  chances  were  good 
that  old  Paw  Paw  would  hit  a  home  run  on  Sunday  — 
in  a  doubleheader  against  the  Yankees.  One  Sunday  in 
1959  he  hit  four  to  tie  the  major  league  record. 


Maxwell  spent  the  last  two  years  of  his  career  with 
the  White  Sox  and  while  there  at  the  age  of  38  he 
decided  it  was  time  to  call  it  quits. 

He  always  knew  that  when  he  had  finished  with,  the 
sport,  he  would  return  to  Paw  Paw,  his  hometown,  a 
place  where  he  has  always  taken  an  active  role  in  com¬ 
munity  affairs. 

“1  did  not  want  to  be  a  hanger-on.  1  could  have  played 
for  another  year  or  two,  but  I  always  knew  it  had  to  end 
sometime,  so  I  talked  it  over  ’vvdth  my  wife  and  decided  to 
retire.  We  always  knew  we  would  return  to  Paw  Paw.” 

The  Maxwells  had  good  reason  to  return  there.  They 
have  a  beautiful  lakeside  home.  It  was  from  an  easy  chair 
at  the  lake’s  edge  that  he  reminisced  about  his  years  in 
baseball. 

Maxwell  remembers  his  first  homer  in  the  majors 
—  also  a  grand  slammer  —  off  Satchel  Paige. 

“When  I  say  that  it  makes  me  feel  old,  but  they  had 
a  special  on  Satchel  Paige  the  other  night  and  that’s 
what  made  me  think  of  it.” 

Although  Maxwell  held  the  American  League  record 
for  the  most  consecutive  errorless  games  by  an  outfield¬ 
er  (194)  set  in  1957-58  and  tied  the  American  League 
season  mark  for  highest  fielding  percentage  by  an  out¬ 
fielder  (.997  in  1957),  his  fielding  was  also  suspect. 

“That  went  back  to  when  I  was  with  the  Red  Sox,” 
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Opposing  pitchers  rarely  had  a  prayer  when  Max>\  ell  stepped  to  the  plate 
on  Sunday  alternoons  at  Tiger  Stadium. 


Maxwell  says.  “1  was  known 
as  Ted  Williams’  caddy  then, 
rd  go  in  for  him  as  a  defensive 
move.  I  never  had  a  strong 
arm,  but  1  had  an  accurate 
arm. 

“They’d  never  run  on  me 
like  they  would  on  Rocky 
Colavito.  He  had  a  powerful 
arm,  but  one  time  he  might 
throw  a  strike  and  the  next 
the  ball  would  be  in  the  seats. 

“We  were  playing  the 
Yankees  and  1  went  in  for 
WrOiams  in  the  late  innings. 

They  had  men  on  base  and  the 
baU  came  out  to  me  and  I  fired 
it  to  second  base,  but  nobody 
covered  and  the  bah  skipped 
away  and  everybody  scored  and 
we  lost.  1  got  the  blame,  but  I 
made  the  right  play.  That’s 
when  it  aU  started.  They  said  1 
was  a  bad  defensive  player.  It  aU 
boiled  down  to  that  one  play.” 

Tiger  fans  have  always  had  a 
great  affection  for  Maxwell. 

There  was  good  reason  for 
the  fans’  support.  Besides  his 
Sunday  dramatics.  Maxwell 
was  a  clutch  hitter. 

“The  team  used  to  keep  sta¬ 
tistics  then  on  hits  in  the  later 
innings,”  he  recalls.  “Hits  that  either  tied  or  won 
games,  and  Bill  Tuttle  and  I  were  T2.  I  think  I  led 
Tuttle  by  a  point  and  1  seldom  hit  into  a  double  play. 
Fellows  like  Kaline,  of  courses,  hit  for  better  average.” 

Maxwell  never  had  a  desire  to  remain  in  baseball 


after  his  playing  career. 

“You  are  at  the  mercy  of  the  owner  when  you  are  a 
manager. 

“There  are  26  teams  in  the  majors,  as  a  manager,  you 
are  at  the  mercy  of  26  owners.  It’s  not  for  me.” 
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Cash  homers  were  rooftop  wonders 

By  Larry  Middlemas  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originae  print  date  unknown 

When  Norm  Cash  hits  a  home  run,  the  ball  takes  off  with  its  lit 

tie  rabbit  ears  twitching  and  slams  into  the  second  or  third 
deck.  But  when  Charlie  Dressen  talks  about  home  runs,  he 
wonders  why  Cash  doesn’t  hit  some  dinky  ones. 


You  don’t  complain  too  hard  about  a  guy  who  socks 
25  or  so  homers  a  year  (his  19th  yesterday  traveled 
about  400  feet),  but  Dressen  wonders  a  little. 

“Why  doesn’t  he  ever  hit  the  fly  ball  that  just  drops 
into  the  seats?”  Dressen  was  asking  no  one  in  particu¬ 
lar  before  the  Tigers  started  this  road  trip.  “He  hits  the 
good  home  runs,  but  he  should  get  some  cheap  ones. 

“The  trouble  is  he  hits  the  ball  hard  to  center  field. 
If  he’d  pull  it  more,  he  wouldn’t  have  to  hit  it  so  hard  to 
get  home  runs.” 

Now  there’s  a  switch  for  you. 

Back  in  1961,  when  Cash  won  the  American  League 
batting  championship,  he  pulled  well,  but  hit  in  all 
directions. 

So  when  he  faded  to  come  elose  to  that  .361  average 
again,  one  of  the  common  comments  was  that  he  was 
trying  to  pull  everything,  trying  only  for  home  runs, 
instead  of  settling  for  hits  and  letting  the  homers  come 
as  they  would. 

Now  we  hear  Dressen  saying  he  could  pull  some 
more. 

“1  think  1  do  pull  as  much  as  I  can,”  Cash  said.  “I’m 
not  thinking  of  pushing  it  to  left  just  for  hits,  but  sure, 
you  hit  to  left  if  that’s  where  the  ball  is  pitehed. 


“1  don’t  see  all  one  kind  of  pitching.  Each  club  pitch¬ 
es  the  way  it  thinks  it  can  get  you  out,  and  they  have 
different  ideas. 

“The  main  difference  1  notice  in  the  last  few  years 
is  that  the  pitchers  don’t  challenge  me  as  much.  1 
mean  they  don’t  try  to  throw  their  best  pitch  past  me. 
1  don’t  see  near  as  many  good  pitches  as  1  used  to.” 

It’s  an  oddity  of  Tiger  history  that  wdth  one  of  the 
most  inviting  targets  for  left-handed  home  run  hitters 
—  the  right  field  stands  only  325  feet  away  along  the 
foul  line  and  no  more  than  360  in  most  of  the  home  run 
range  —  Detroit  never  has  had  one  of  the  greatest  left- 
handed  sluggers. 

Cash  and  Charley  Maxwell  have  been  good.  Cash 
hit  41  homers  in  1961  and  Maxwell  hit  31  in  1959,  but 
neither  has  had  a  lengthy  slugging  career.  Vic  Wertz 
was  one  of  the  better  left-handed  sluggers  of  his  time, 
but  spent  only  a  small  part  of  his  career  here. 

Ty  Cobb  batted  left-handed  in  setting  baseball’s 
career  average  of  .367,  but  Cobb  wasn’t  a  power  hitter. 
Neither,  particularly,  was  Charlie  Gehringer. 

So  those  inviting  right  field  seats  ne^^er  have  been  as 
valuable  as  the  short  right  fields  in  Yankee  Stadium  or 
the  Polo  Grounds,  for  example. 
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Cash  has  12  homers  at  home 
this  season,  four  to  the  third  deck 
and  four  to  the  second.  Most  of 
his  four  to  the  lower  deck  were 
out  toward  right  center,  to  flies 
toward  the  short  target. 

As  Dressen  says,  he  doesn’t  give 
himself  a  shot  at  accidental  home 
runs  by  hitting  fUes  to  right. 

In  fact,  in  Detroit’s  127 
games,  does  anyone  want  to 
guess  how  many  times  Cash 
had  flied  to  the  right  fielder? 
Sixty?  Forty-five? 

The  answer  is  16  times,  an 
average  of  less  than  once  a  week. 

But  after  Dresseris  comment 
about  wasting  his  power  in  cen¬ 
ter  field,  you’d  expect  more  flies 
out  there.  He  has  hit  only  26.  He 
even  has  25  flies  to  left  field. 

Look  back  again,  and  the 
scorebook  shows  he  has  90 
infielder  grounders. 

There’s  nothing  wrong  with 
hitting  the  ball  on  the  ground; 
lots  of  that  kind  go  through  for 
hits.  But  a  man  hitting  grounders 
and  low  line  drives  is  not  going 
to  bloop  many  cheap  home  runs. 

This  isn’t  meant  to  suggest 
remedies.  That’s  the  manager’s 
problem.  But  anyway,  that’s 
where  much  of  the  old  Cash 
power  has  gone. 

Meanwhile,  when  he  catches 
hold  of  one,  it  sure  doesn’t  leave 
much  doubt. 


Slugging  Norm  Cash  hit  more  homers  out  of  Tiger  Stadium  than  any 
other  Tigers  player. 
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Manmh  won  batting  title  in  igz6 


By  Larry  Middlemas  >  The  Detroit  News 
Originaeey  printed  Aprie  12,  1964 


Glad  to  see  you,”  the  big,  white  haired  man  greeted  the  visitor  to 
the  house  on  7th  Street.  “Fm  Heinie  Manush.”  The  old  Tiger 
batting  star  was  wearing  slacks  and  a  white  shirt,  open  at  the 


throat  as  he  sat  on  the  front  porch. 


In  another  hour  he’d  have  to  put  on  a 
coat  and  tie  and  fly  to  Neve  York  to  appear 
on  a  TV  show. 

This  is  the  year  that  everyone  is  remem¬ 
bering  Heinie  Manush.  He  was  voted  into 
baseball’s  Hall  of  Fame  in  February  and  will 
be  installed  on  July  27,  a  week  to  the  day 
after  his  63rd  birthday. 

‘d  had  some  honors  in  my  career,”  he 
recalled.  “I  wanted  to  win  a  batting  cham¬ 
pionship  and  I  did. 

“In  1929  a  friend  of  mine  had  tickets  for 
the  World  Series  in  Chicago  and  I  turned  down  going 
along  with  him.  I  said  I  didn’t  want  to  see  the  Series 
until  I  played  in  it.  Four  years  later  I  did  play  in  the 
World  Series. 

“But  nothing  can  compare  with  being  elected  to  the 
Hall  of  Fame  while  you’re  alive  and  can  appreciate  it. 

“I  wish  Harry  HeiLmann  could  have  lived  to  enjoy  it. 

“Harry  was  a  great  one.  If  he’d  had  Ty  Cobb’s  tem¬ 
perament  he  might  have  been  as  great  as  any  ball  player 
ever.” 

Manush  who  won  his  batting  title  with  a  .378  average 
in  1926,  will  be  in  Detroit  May  7  as  a  guest  of  honor  at  the 
Capuchin  dinner,  and  he  said  he’s  looking  forward  to  it. 


“I  haven’t  been  there  since  I  was  a 
coach  with  Washington  in  ‘53  and  ‘54,” 
he  said,  “I’ll  be  in  early  enough  to  see  the 
Tigers  play  the  Red  Sox.  I’d  like  to  see 
John  Pesky  (Boston  manager).  1  was  his 
manager  when  he  played  his  first  game.” 

Manush  said  he  watches  Saturday 
and  Sunday  major-league  games  on  TV 
and  goes  to  some  spring  exhibitions  in 
Sarasota,  where  the  White  Sox  train. 
Detroit  and  Washington,  his  old  clubs, 
are  his  favorites. 

“But  it’s  not  the  same  when  you  don’t  know  the 
players  any  more.”  he  admitted.  “I  talk  with  some  of 
the  managers  and  coaches.  They’re  the  ones  I  know.” 

He  no  longer  has  any  baseball  connection. 

“I  did  some  scouting  for  Washington  a  couple  of 
years  ago,  but  that’s  an  awful  job.”  said  Manush,  a 
major  leaguer  from  1923  to  1938.  “Sleep  and  eat  and 
travel.  You  never  get  a  chance  to  exercise.” 

He  does  his  hitting  on  the  golf  course  now. 

“I  try  to  play  nine  holes  every  day.”  Manush  said. 
“Do  you  play  goK?” 

His  visitor  had  stopped  on  his  way  to  a  par  three 
course. 


...  HENRY  EMMET  MANUSH 

1923-1959 

SLUGGING  OUTFIELDER 
FOR  6  MAJOR  LEAGUE  CLUBS.  BATTING 
CHAMPION  OF  A.L.AT.378  WITH  1926  TIGER.S. 
'  ,  LIFETIME  AVERAGE  OF  .>30  IN  2.OO9 
MAJOR  LEAGUE  GAMES..  HAD  2,324  HITS. 
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Manush  gave  up  plumbing  for  a  baseball  eareer. 

“I  don’t  like  to  play  there,”  Manush  said. 

“Sure,  but  you’re  a  hitter.” 

“No,”  he  said.  “I  just  don’t  like  driving  off  those  rub¬ 
ber  mats  instead  of  regular  tees. 

“1  played  my  first  round  of  golf  at  Oakland  Eirils  in 
Detroit  about  1923.  That’s  a  great  place  to  start.  1  must 
have  shot  200. 

“I  came  to  Sarasota  in  1935,  when  there  were  only 


about  3,500  people.  But  there  were  some  other 
bah  players  who  were  good  golfers,  and  I  decided 
I’d  be  a  good  golfer,  too. 

“1  hit  left-handed,  of  course,  and  I’d  hit  that 
big  sweeping  slice.  Jimmy  Thompson,  the  pro 
told  me  once  there  was  no  name  for  the  kind  of 
drives  I  hit.” 

Old  friends,  but  not  old  ball  players,  are  the 
competition  now. 

“There  are  only  a  couple  of  others  here  all 
year,”  he  said.  “Do  you  remember  Brhy  Sullivan, 
the  catcher  who  was  with  the  Tigers  for  a  while? 
He’s  in  business  here.  I  see  him  at  church.  I  have 
played  with  Paul  Waner,  but  he’s  been  pretty 
sick  lately.  He  stril  hits  the  ball  straight,  with 
that  beautiful  swing,  but  only  about  150  yards.” 

Manush  has  three  daughters  and  seven  grand¬ 
children.  A  daughter  in  Sarasota  and  her  family 
vHh  go  along  when  he  is  installed  formally  in  the 
Hall  of  Fame  this  summer  and  attends  the  annu¬ 
al  exhibition  game  at  Cooperstown,  N.Y. 

“It  will  make  a  nice  trip  for  them.”  he  said. 
“You’ll  fly  to  New  York  and  then  go  to  Utica,  and 
1  think  a  bus  meets  us  there.  I’ve  never  been  to 
Cooperstown.  ” 

After  Manush  won  the  American  League  bat¬ 
ting  championship  in  1926  with  a  .378  average,  he 
was  traded  the  next  year  to  the  St.  Louis  Browns. 
Manush  hit  .378  again  for  the  Browns  in  1928, 
moved  on  to  several  other  clubs  and  wound  up  a  17- 
year  career  in  1939  with  a  .330  lifetime  average. 

When  he  batted  .342  one  season  for  the 
Washington  Senators,  they  cut  his  pay  the  next  year. 

A  big,  strong  boy  from  Alabama,  Manush  started  out 
to  be  a  plumber’s  helper  untd  he  decided  he  could  make 
almost  as  much  money  playing  baseball.  He  joined  the 
Tigers  in  1923  and  batted  his  way  into  an  outfield  with 
Cobb,  Harry  Heflmann  and  sometimes  Bob  Fothergill. 
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hit  18  home  runs  during  August  1937. 
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By  Bob  Wojnowski  >  The  Detroit  News 
Originaeey  printed  August  15, 1994 

Vince  Coleman  throws  a  firecracker.  Bret  Saberhagen  throws  bleach. 

Pitchers  throw  beanballs  and  hitters  throw  tantrums.  The  national 
pastime  is  stuck  in  the  muck,  spinning  its  tires,  and  mud  flying  every 
where,  landing  on  everyone. 


Cecil  Fielder  shakes  his  head.  He  searches  for  the 
words,  not  sure  what  to  say,  only  sure  something 
should  be  said. 

“I  don’t  understand  it,”  he  finally  says.  “Any  time  you 
see  something  on  TV  about  baseball,  it’s  bad.  There’s  a 
lot  of  good  in  the  game,  there  really  is.  There  are  a  lot 
of  people  trying  to  respect  the  game,  trying  to  be  good 
people.  You  just  have  to  look  for  them.” 

Before  things  get  any  messier,  it’s  time  to  look  at 
Ceefi.  If  we  condemn  the  Colemans  and  the  characters 
who  leave  dirty  fingerprints  on  the  game,  we  must  cele¬ 
brate  Ceefi,  who  leaves  imprints  that  will  last  much 
longer. 

The  closer  we  look,  the  more  we  realize  what  we’ve 
missed.  Overlooking  consistent  greatness  is  the  easiest 
thing  to  do,  which  is  why  we  do  it. 

If  he  hangs  on  to  his  slender  advantage.  Fielder  will 
lead  the  major  leagues  in  RBI  for  the  fourth  consecu¬ 
tive  season,  an  unprecedented  feat  (he  had  97  to  96  for 
Chicago’s  Frank  Thomas).  Arguably,  it  would  become 
one  of  baseball’s  untouchable  records.  Babe  Ruth’s 
mark  of  three  consecutive  RBI  titles  (1919-21)  stood  a 
mere  71  years  unth  Cecil  came  along. 

In  three-plus  seasons  with  the  Tigers,  Fielder  has 
been  a  power  hitter  of  historic  proportions,  with 


home-run  totals  of  51,  44  and  35,  and  RBI  totals  of  132, 
133  and  124.  Yet  he  has  started  in  the  All-Star  game 
only  once,  and  never  been  the  league  MVR 

All  of  which  begs  the  questions;  Do  we  realize 
what  we’re  witnessing?  Do  we  understand  it?  Do  we 
appreciate  it? 

It  is  easy  for  sustained  excellence  to  slide  to  the  side, 
a  steady  hum  drowned  by  the  clatter  of  the  dally  police 
blotter,  or  by  the  clamor  of  a  singularly  remarkable 
quest,  such  as  John  Olerud’s  pursuit  of  .400.  It  is  easi¬ 
er  when  the  man  performing  the  feats  is  a  quiet  hulk, 
an  ordinary  perpetrator  of  extraordinary  deeds,  a  man 
determined  to  remain  that  way. 

Fielder  is  the  rare  ballplayer  still  defined  by  what  he 
does  on  the  field,  nothing  more.  In  ballparks  and  press 
boxes,  in  newsrooms  and  living  rooms,  people  stop 
when  the  big  guy  lumbers  to  the  plate.  It  is  the  way  it 
used  to  be  for  great  players,  before  endorsement  and 
appearances  and  barroom  antics.  It  is  the  simple  little 
formula  the  game  lost  as  it  has  grown. 

“Believe  me,  I  like  things  just  the  way  they  are,” 
Fielder  says.  “I  hke  to  be  able  to  go  home  and  be  with 
my  wife,  be  with  the  kids,  talk  to  my  neighbors’  kids. 
That’s  enough  for  me.  That’s  more  than  enough  for  me.” 

It  did  not  used  to  be  enough.  In  his  first  two  seasons 
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Cecil  Fielder,  taking  a  walk  on  the  left-field  roof  at  Tiger  Stadium  in  1993,  is  the  only  Tiger  to  hit  25-pliis 
homers  in  seven  straight  seasons. 


in  Detroit,  Fielder  wanted  it  all.  After  he  finished  see- 
ond  in  MVP  voting  to  Rickey  Henderson  in  1990  and 
to  Cal  Ripken  Jr.  in  1991,  he  fumed.  Perhaps  people 
looked  to  his  size  and  figured  it  was  easy  to  do  what  he 
did.  Perhaps  he  finished  where  he  deserved  to  finish, 
because  the  MVP  award  recognizes  the  best  season, 
not  the  best  two  seasons. 

It  was  difficult  because  Fielder  knew  more  than  every¬ 
one  else.  He  knew  how  far  he’d  come,  from  Japan,  from 
baseball  obhvion.  He  knew  he’d  done  it  the  hard  way,  the 
humbhng  way,  up  the  back  staircase.  In  baseball,  it  seems, 
that’s  the  wrong  way,  if  recognition  is  what  you  crave. 

“I  admit,  I  was  somewhat  bitter  toward  the  game 
then,”  Fielder  says.  “I  talked  to  my  wife  after  the  second 


MVP  vote  and  she  helped  me  get  through  it  because  I 
was  really  upset.  Then  I  just  thought.  What  does  it  real¬ 
ly  matter?  What  does  it  mean? 

“I  got  thrown  out  of  baseball  and  came  back  and 
showed  I  could  play,  that’s  enough  for  me.  All  the  nega¬ 
tive  people  who  said  I  couldn’t  play,  they  got  lost.  They 
couldn’t  say,  ‘I  told  you  so.’  That’s  what  motivates  me 
now.  I  don’t  want  anybody  to  ever  say  ‘  I  told  you  so’.” 

So  he  says  he  has  stopped  worrying  about  MVP 
awards.  He  probably  won’t  win  it  this  year  either,  not 
with  Olerud  flirting  with  .400. 

That’s  why  there  would  be  sweet  retribution  in  the 
RBI  crown.  If  he  wins  it,  he  won’t  need  a  vote  to  take 
his  spot  in  the  books. 
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Rowe  had  talent,  head  and  heart 


By  Sam  Greene  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originaeey  printed  January  9, 1961 

choolboy  Rowe  had  all  the 
attributes  of  a  great  pitcher 
—  size  and  strength,  head 
and  heart. 

At  his  peak  he  had  an  overpowering  fast  ball,  a 
quick  breaking  curve  and  a  change  of  pace  that  a  con¬ 
temporary  described  as  “magic.”  In  addition  to  his 
towering  skill,  Rowe  had  that  indefinable  quality 
known  as  “color.”  Winning  or  losing,  he  had  a  dramat¬ 
ic  flair  rooted  in  a  commanding  presence. 

Rowe  ranks  at  or  near  the  top  of  the  all-time  list  of 
Detroit  pitchers.  Surely,  he  deserves  to  be  bracketed 
with  Wild  Brh  Donovan  and  George  Mullin  of  the  old 
days;  Tommy  Bridges,  his  teammate  on  three-pennant 
winning  teams,  and  Harold  Newhouser,  the  left-hand¬ 
ed  ace  of  the  middle  1940s. 

Rowe  was  proud  of  two  records.  Both  were  set  in 
1934  when  Mickey  Cochrane  drove  the  Tigers  to  their 
first  pennant  in  25  years. 

In  the  regular  season,  Rowe  won  16  straight  games 
for  an  American  League  mark  shared  by  Walter 
Johnson  of  Washington  (1912),  and  Robert  (Lefty) 
Grove  of  Philadelphia  (1931). 

Then  in  the  World  Series  with  the  St.  Louis 
Cardinals,  the  Schoolboy  retired  22  straight  batters 
while  winning  the  12-inning  second  game  in  a  duel  with 
Paul  Dean.  That  was  a  World  Series  record  that  stood 
unth  Don  Larsen  of  the  New  York  Yankees  pitched  a 
perfect  game  against  the  Brooklyn  Dodgers  in  1956. 


Rowe  had  a  flair  tor  drama  and  a  relaxed  attitude 
ofl  the  mound. 


Rowe  was  only  in  his  second  season  with  the  Tigers 
when  he  joined  three  pitching  immortals  wdth  16 
straight  victories.  The  streak  reached  its  climax  in 
Washington  on  Aug.  25, 1934. 

Going  into  the  ninth  inning,  it  looked  as  if  Rowe  at 
last  would  be  beaten.  The  Tigers  were  behind  2-1,  but 
Hank  Greenberg  produced  by  driving  a  pitch  by 
Monte  Weaver  over  the  right  field  fence. 

After  Marvin  Owen  singled.  Weaver  was  replaced 
by  Jack  Russell.  A  single  by  Pete  Pox  sent  Owen  to 


^  ^  ^ 

144 


They  Earned  Their  Stripes:  The  Detroit  Tigers  AlL'Time  Team 


- ?«.»  '  *»a; ..  ^  . . I  iiP  .  i.-  -  r 

Schoolhoy  Rowe’s  16  game  \\inning  streak  in  1934  tied  an  Ameriean 
League  record  at  the  time. 


third  and  brought  Rowe  to  the 
plate  for  what  proved  a  deeisive 
thrust. 

Rowe  fouled  off  two  pitches  before 
he  hit  a  short  fly  into  left  field  for  a  sin¬ 
gle  that  scored  Owen  and  put  the 
Tigers  ahead.  Fox  added  an  insurance 
run  when  Pete  Susko,  the 
Washington  first  baseman,  made  a 
wild  throw  off  Jo  Jo  White’s  grounder. 

Rowe  still  had  to  retire  the 
Senators  in  the  ninth  to  preserve  his 
16th  straight  victory.  He  did  it 
despite  a  low  throw  by  shortstop  Bfh 
RogeU  that  enabled  Fred  Schulte,  the 
leadoff  batter,  to  reach  first  base. 

After  Schulte  advanced  on  an 
infield  out,  Rowe  struck  out  two 
pinch-hitters  —  Dave  Harris  and 
CecrL  Tra\is  —  to  assure  himself  a 
share  in  a  rare  record.  His  attempt  to 
extend  it  faded  in  the  next  series  at 
Philadelphia  where  a  triple  by  out¬ 
fielder  Bing  Mdler,  afterward  a 
Detroit  coach,  was  the  big  hit  in  a  defeat  for  the  Schoolboy. 

After  helping  Detroit  win  successive  pennants  in  1934- 
35,  Rowe  was  plagued  from  time  to  time  by  arm  trouble. 
In  1938,  the  Tigers  sent  him  to  their  Beaumont  farm  in  the 
behef  that  the  Texas  sun  would  prove  beneficial. 

The  skeptics  thought  the  Schoolboy  never  again 
would  pitch  in  the  major  leagues,  but  he  fooled  them. 
He  returned  to  the  Tigers  in  1939  and  stayed  four  sea¬ 
sons.  When  they  won  the  pennant  in  1940,  Rowe 
turned  in  26  victories  against  three  losses. 

Two  years  later  the  Tigers  sold  Rowe  to  Brooklyn, 
but  he  did  not  tarry  long  with  the  Dodgers.  They 
shipped  him  to  Montreal  and  again  the  skeptics  shout¬ 
ed  that  the  majors  had  seen  the  last  of  the  Schoolboy. 


But  Rowe  bounced  back  with  the  Philadelphia  Philiies 
and  compiled  a  14-8  record  in  1943.  His  career  then  was 
interrupted  by  two  years  in  the  Navy  for  World  War  II. 

After  the  war  Rowe  returned  to  the  Phillies  and 
remained  until  1949  when  he  asked  for  his  release  to 
accept  a  job  in  the  Detroit  farm  system. 

‘That’s  where  I  made  a  big  mistake,”  Rowe  once  said. 
“The  Phillies  won  the  pennant  the  next  year.  So  it  turned 
out  that  I  talked  myself  out  of  a  World  Series  cut.” 

In  the  last  10  years  Rowe  had  varied  jobs  with  the 
Tigers.  He  managed  the  Williamsport,  Pa.,  affiliate  in 
the  Fastern  League  and  served  as  a  roving  coach  of  the 
farm  system  before  coming  to  Briggs  Stadium  as  pitch¬ 
ing  coach  for  1954-55. 
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Home  run  record  outlived  York 


By  Watson  Spoelstra  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  February  6, 1970 


Rudolph  Preston  York  was  an  uncompheated  styhst  as  a  power  hitter  for  the 
Detroit  Tigers.  York,  who  set  a  majordeague  record  when  he  hit  18  home 
runs  in  a  month  as  a  rookie,  once  said:  “I  just  shut  my  eyes  and  swing.” 

The  powerful  York  had  a  smooth  swing,  and  most  baseball  men  considered 
him  a  smart  hitter. 


When  he  broke  in  with  the  Tigers  in  the  late  30s, 
York  was  a  210-pounder  described  as  equipped  with 
“shoulders  of  a  wrestler,  wrists  of  a  blacksmith  and  the 
native  shrewdness  of  a  Dizzy  Dean.” 

York  was  of  German-Irish- Indian  extraction,  and  he 
became  an  exciting  player  in  Detroit  when  Mickey 
Cochrane  was  the  manager. 

In  1937,  his  rookie  year,  York  hit  35  home  runs  in  104 
games,  roughly  two-thirds  of  the  schedule.  He  would 
never  hit  that  many  again,  twice  hitting  34. 

Babe  Ruth  had  knocked  17  home  runs  in  September 
while  establishing  his  record  of  60  in  1927. 

York  surpassed  this  feat  by  having  the  hottest 
month  the  game  has  ever  known. 

Rudy  did  it  the  hard  way.  On  the  last  day  of  the 
month  he  drove  two  over  the  fence  at  Navin  Field  in  a 
victory  over  Washington.  The  victim  was  Pete 
Appleton,  a  University  of  Michigan  product. 

The  problem  with  York  was  finding  a  place  for  him 
to  play.  The  Tigers  tried  him  at  third  base,  left  field 
and  catcher  before  shifting  Hank  Greenberg  to  the 
outfield  in  1940  to  make  room  for  York  at  first  base. 

York  started  poorly  at  first  base,  but  after  a  few 


York  played  in  four  all-star  games  and  fin¬ 
ished  his  i2-year  American  League  career 
with  Chicago  and  Philadelphia  with  a  .275 
hatting  average,  277  home  runs  and  1,152 
runs  hatted  in. 

adjustments  he  developed  into  one  of  the  better  glove 
men  of  his  time.  In  two  years,  York  had  improved  his 
fielding  enough  to  break  the  American  Feague  record 
for  assists  by  a  first  baseman  with  146. 

Besides,  the  Greenberg  switch  paid  off.  Detroit  won 
the  1940  pennant  under  Del  Baker  with  Greenberg  in 
left  field,  York  at  first  base  and  Birdie  Tebbetts  behind 
the  plate  as  York’s  successor. 

Rudy  made  the  World  Series  twice  with  Detroit,  in 
1940  and  1945.  The  Tigers  traded  him  to  Boston  in  a 
deal  for  shortstop  Eddie  Fake,  and  Rudy  promptly  got 
into  the  World  Series  again  with  the  Red  Sox  in  1946. 

York  played  in  four  all-star  games  and  finished  his 
12-year  American  Feague  career  with  Chicago  and 
Philadelphia  with  a  .275  batting  average,  277  home  runs 
and  1,152  runs  batted  in. 


^ 
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York’s  i8-homer  month  showed  his  power 


As  baseball  statistics  are  common¬ 
ly  computed  by  the  game,  week  and 
season,  there  may  be  the  first  impulse 
to  depreciate  Rudy  York’s  feat  of  hit¬ 
ting  18  home  runs  in  one  month. 

In  our  judgment,  the  record  and  the 
manner  of  its  making  are  pretty  hot 
stuff.  It  was  not  one  of  those  cases 
where  a  record  is  broken,  and  someone 
discovers  it  later  by  checking  the  book. 

York  knew  Tuesday  he  had  one 
game  in  which  to  tie  or  beat  Ruth’s 
record.  We  do  not  pretend  to  know 
the  workings  of  the  York  mind,  but  it 
would  appear  obvious  that  he  took 
the  Tuesday  game  in  stride,  and  that 
the  setting  of  a  record  was  incidental 
to  the  day’s  work. 

There  is  a  criterion  of  baseball’s 
changing  values  in  the  fact  that 
York,  with  30  home  runs,  is  one 
ahead  of  Ruth’s  seasonal  mark  in 
1919,  which  led  to  his  purchase  by 
the  Yankees  for  $125,000. 

While  changes  in  the  ball  and  in 
the  major  league  parks  obviate  a  fair 
comparison  of  the  two  men.  York’s 
new  record  speaks  for  itself.  He  has 
not  been  tested  by  a  full  season  of 
major  league  pitching,  but  his 
August  achievement  is  a  fairly  con¬ 
clusive  proof  of  extraordinary 
power.  During  the  month  he  faced 
all  kinds  of  pitching,  and  he  contin¬ 
ued  to  bust  ’em  over  the  fence. 


Rudy  York’s  record  of  18  August  home  runs  included  12  in  the  last  14 
games. 
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By  H.G.  Salsinger  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originaeey  printed  February  5, 1957 

Sam  Crawford  was  born  50  years  too  soon.  He  was  equipped  for  the  post 
1920  era  of  baseball  rather  than  the  pre'1920  span.  He  belonged  to  the 
power  age.  The  so-called  “dead”  ball  made  it  impossible  for  him  to  capi' 
talize  on  his  muscular  talents. 


During  his  18-year  career  in  the  majors, 
he  hit  312  triples  and  no  player  since  his 
time  has  come  close  to  matching  his  record. 

It  was  one  of  the  few  that  Ty  Cobb  could 
not  reach.  The  best  Cobb  could  do  in  24 
years  of  big  league  competition  was  297,  the 
second  highest  total.  Honus  Wagner’s  250 
triples  is  the  National  League’s  all-time  high. 

Crawford’s  record  wfh  last  as  long  as  the 
hvely  baU.  Three-base  hits  have  gone  out  of 
style.  No  player  in  the  American  League  hit 
more  than  11  last  year,  and  four  players  were  tied  at  11.  Brh 
Bruton  of  Milwaukee  led  the  National  League  with  15. 

The  leading  sluggers  of  the  lively-ball  decades  go  for 
the  distance  and  not  three-quarters  of  the  distance. 
Babe  Ruth  hit  714  home  runs  and  136  triples.  Lou 
Gehrig  racked  up  493  home  runs  and  161  triples. 
Jimmy  Foxx’s  record  shows  534  home  runs  and  125 
triples.  Hank  Greenberg  hit  331  home  runs,  71  triples. 
Hack  Wilson  collected  244  home  runs,  67  triples. 

Crawford  hit  95  home  runs  and  312  triples.  The  pre¬ 
sent  ball,  propelled  by  the  same  power,  travels  at  least 
50  feet  farther  than  the  “dead”  ball. 

Not  all  of  Crawford’s  triples  would  have  been  home 


runs,  but  many  flies  were  caught  off  his 
bat  that  would  have  landed  in  the 
stands  today. 

When  Philadelphia  played  Detroit, 
Connie  Mack  instructed  his  pitchers  to 
pitch  to  Crawford’s  strength. 

Sam  was  a  lefthanded  pull  hitter,  and 
right  field  at  Navin  Field  was  some  40 
feet  deeper  than  it  is  today.  There  was 
no  pavilion  in  right  field. 

Mr.  Mack  would  station  Danny 
Murphy,  his  right  fielder,  against  the  wall  and  his  pitch¬ 
ers  would  throw  fast  balls  inside  to  Cravsdord.  In  one 
game  Murphy  caught  five  flies  off  CraMTord’s  bat,  all 
within  10  or  15  feet  of  the  wall . 

No  pitcher  would  dare  to  pitch  fast  balls  to 
Crawford  today. 

Crawford,  like  Perry  Como,  was  a  barber  by  trade. 
He  was  born  in  Wahoo,  Neb.,  and  from  his  birthplace 
stemmed  his  nickname,  “Wahoo  Sam.”  He  spent  only 
one  season  in  the  minors,  making  his  major  league 
debut  with  Cincinnati  in  1899.  He  was  six  feet  tall  and 
weighed  just  under  200. 

Not  noted  for  foot  speed,  he  still  succeeded  in  steal- 


SAMUEL  EAKL  CRAWFORD 
’’wAHOO  SAM" 
CINCINNATI  N.L.1899-1902 
i  DETROIT  A.L.igoS  -  1917 

HAD  DIFETIME  RECORD  OF  2964  HITS, 
BATTING  AVERAGE  OF  .5O9. PL AYED  2505 
GAMES. HOLDS  MAJOR  LEAGUE  RECORD 
FOR  MOST:  TRIPLES,312.LEAGUE  .LEADER 
ONE  OR  MORE  SEASONS  IN  DOUBLES, TRIPLES, 
RUNS  BATTED  IN,  RUNS  SCORED,  CHANCES 
Accepted, HOME  RUNSoN.L.iQOi-  A.L.iOOS) 
AND  TOTAL  BASES  (N.L. 1902 -A.t.  1913). 
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One  of  the  greatest  ‘dead  hall'  era  players,  Crawtord  eolleeted  a  reeord  312  triples. 


ing  367  bases.  He  stole  41  in  1912  which  is  more  than  the 
distance  hitters  of  today  will  steal  in  their  entire 
careers,  for  stolen  bases,  like  the  three-base  hit,  have 
gone  out  of  style. 

As  his  fame  spread,  the  residents  of  Wahoo  erected 
a  huge  sign  at  the  city  limits:  “This  is  Wahoo,  Neb., 
Home  of  Sam  Crawford.” 

Years  later  Sam  must  have  often  thought  of  the  sign 
and  reflected  on  the  shallowness  of  baseball  fame  since 
fortune  turned  against  him  after  his  retirement. 


Crawford’s  last  season  with  the  Tigers  was  1917.  He 
played  four  more  years  in  the  Pacific  Coast  League. 

Sam  invested  his  savings  in  a  pecan  grove,  but  the 
depression  of  the  early  1930s  wiped  him  out.  In  1935  he 
turned  to  umpiring  and  served  four  years  in  the  Pacific 
Coast  League.  He  quit  calling  Cm  as  he  saw  Cm 
explaining  :  “I  can’t  endure  night  baseball.” 

A  few  years  ago  when  he  Hsited  Detroit  he  was  inCted 
to  attend  a  night  game  at  Briggs  Stadium.  He  refused,  say¬ 
ing  he  wanted  no  part  of  baseball  under  artificial  hght. 
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By  Jerry  Green  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  May  26, 1976 

He  is  Ron  LeFlore,  a  professional  ballplayer.  He  is  nothing  more,  noth 

ing  less.  It  took  a  heroic  batting  streak  and  a  .400  average  to  make 
him  that.  Other  men  become  professional  ballplayers  the  day  they 
sign  the  contracts  and  deposit  the  checks  in  the  bank. 


But,  Ronnie  LeFlore  was  imprisoned  by  the  burden 
of  his  past. 

Now  in  late  May  of  his  third  season  with  the  Detroit 
Tigers  there  is  genuine  acelaim.  He  is  the  leading  bat¬ 
ter  in  the  big  leagues.  He  has  hit  successfully  in  27  con¬ 
secutive  games.  The  streak  is  the  longest  in  the 
American  League  in  a  quarter  century. 

LeFlore  has  become  a  big  leaguer  with  a  present  and 
a  future. 

“My  past  shouldn’t  matter  any  more,”  LeFlore  said. 
“I  prefer  that  people  talk  about  my  baseball  ability. 
Even  in  Boston  the  other  night  a  reporter  asked  me 
why  I  went  to  prison.” 

His  sentence  continued  after  he  was  freed  from 
Jackson.  The  Tigers  rushed  him  through  the  farm  sys¬ 
tem  and  brought  him  to  the  major  leagues  in  less  than 
a  year.  They  thought  of  him  as  a  curiosity  and  reasoned 
that  people  would  pay  to  see  him  play. 

Rookies  brought  to  the  majors  in  August  of  a  failing 
season  do  not  generate  much  pubheity.  Ron  LeFlore’s  hfe 
story  made  a  juicy  subject  in  the  national  magazines.  He 
was  an  ex-con  with  an  engaging  personahty  and  he  dis¬ 
closed  the  truth  about  himself.  Time  magazine  did  an  arti¬ 
cle  on  him  beneath  the  heading:  “A  batter  from  the  pen.” 

Now  he’s  just  “A  batter.” 


“I’m  glad  I’m  getting  ink  now  because  I’m  playing 
baseball,”  LeFlore  said  yesterday,  “not  because  I  went 
to  prison.  I’m  trying  to  be  accepted  as  a  ballplayer.  I 
think  I’ve  done  a  pretty  good  job  of  it. 

“But  it  was  tough.  Every  time  I  turned  around  some¬ 
body  came  up  to  me  to  ask  about  my  past.  It  was  the 
same  question  every  day.  About  prison.” 

He  is  a  professional  ballplayer,  nothing  else  now, 
and  he  had  strong  pride.  I  figured  he  might  be  reas¬ 
signed  to  the  minors  this  year  for  additional  seasoning. 
Ralph  Houk,  the  manager,  might  have  thought  of  it, 
too.  Houk  started  the  season  with  another  center  field¬ 
er  and  LeFlore  sulked  through  the  first  three  games. 

“I  was  very  angry  about  it,”  he  said.  “I  was  the  cen¬ 
ter  fielder  last  year.  I  figured  I  didn’t  have  a  very  good 
year  last  year.  Then  I  looked  it  up  and  found  half  the 
center  fielders  hit  under  .258,  my  average. 

“I  thought  I  should  have  been  in  center  field  when  the 
season  started.  Why  should  I  not  be  in  center  field  because 
I  had  a  bad  second  half  of  the  season?  The  whole  team  had 
a  bad  year.  We  lost  102  games.  I  didn’t  lose  all  102. 

“As  a  rookie,  I  played  as  good  as  anybody.  I  felt  I  was 
the  fastest  guy  on  the  team.  I  didn’t  see  a  leadoff  hitter 
on  the  team  who  could  do  what  I  could.  The  leadoff 
hitter  is  supposed  to  get  on  base.  I  did.” 
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He  is  a  professional  ballplayer  only  now  —  and  he 
may  gripe  about  the  mistaken  notions  of  the  manager. 

Whatever  the  reason,  Houk’s  benehing  of  LeFlore  at 
the  start  of  the  season  became  a  psychological  prod. 
LeFlore’s  hitting  streak  began  his  first  day  in  the  bat¬ 
ting  order. 

“Because  1  didn’t  play  at  the  beginning  of  the  year 
probably  was  better  for  me  than  if  I’d  been  sent  back  to 
the  minor  leagues,”  FeFlore  said. 


“Fast  year  I  was  puUing  my  head  back,”  he  said.  “This 
year  I’m  just  watching  the  baU  and  meeting  it  with  the  bat. 

“I’m  not  saying  I  can  go  at  the  pace  I  am.  But  the  points 
you  pick  up  early  in  the  year  help  if  you  go  in  a  httle  slump. 

“Fame  is  only  momentary,  with  you  one  day  and 
gone  the  next.  That’s  what  they  say.” 

He  is  Ron  TeFlore,  a  professional  ballplayer. 
Nothing  more,  nothing  less. 
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Parrish  put  muscle  into  his  position 

By  Tom  Gage  ♦  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  April  3, 1984 

His  rise  to  prominence  was  as  quiet  as  his  own  hulking  presence.  It’s 

almost  as  if  the  dust  cleared  one  day  and  Lance  Parrish  had  become 
the  best  catcher. 


“That’s  how  it  was  bound  to  happen,”  said  Tigers’ 
Manager  Sparky  Anderson.  “Some  guys  burst  upon  the 
scene.  Others  improve  every  year  and  suddenly  every¬ 
body  notices.  I  think  he’s  the  best,  or  at  least  1  can  say 
this:  1  wouldn’t  trade  him  for  anyone  else.” 

There  are  louder  catchers  than  Parrish. 

He  isn’t  as  noisy  as  Baltimore’s  Rick  Dempsey.  Or  as 
wily  or  experienced  as  Carlton  Fisk. 

Gary  Carter  gets  more  headlines  and  Tony  Pena  is 
better  paid.  But  Parrish  blends  the  most  brawn,  poten¬ 
tial,  muscle  and  raw  talent. 

He  used  to  be  Parrish,  the  hitter.  He  chased  a  lot  of 
bad  pitches,  sliders  mostly.  But  his  production  didn’t 
suffer,  unless  one  considers  24  home  runs  and  86  RBI 
in  his  second  season  for  Detroit  suffering. 

Defense  was  a  different  story  entirely.  Still  more 
potential  than  production.  One  season  went  by,  two, 
and  Parrish  would  say  the  same  thing  in  October.  He’d 
be  happy  with  his  hitting  but  the  glove  needed  work. 

“A  lot  of  people  called  me  lazy,”  he  said.  “It  wasn’t 
laziness.  I  didn’t  assert  myself  as  much  as  some  others 
do.  That’s  not  my  style,  telling  people  what  to  do  right 
away.  You  have  to  give  people  reasons  to  listen  to  you.” 

So  he  did. 

Size  alone  should  be  enough  for  most  people  to  pay 
attention.  With  the  torso  of  a  bodybuilder,  Parrish  is  a 


wall  behind  the  plate.  He  got  that  way  with  years  of 
weight-lifting  —  so  many  years  and  so  much  concern 
for  his  own  biceps,  in  fact,  that  Anderson  began  to 
worry. 

“I’ve  seen  guys  get  muscle  bound  before,”  said 
Sparky.  “They  end  up  being  able  to  do  little  else  than 
lift  those  barbells.  I  didn’t  want  that  happening.” 

One  spring.  Sparky  said  no  to  Parrish.  He  took  away 
his  weights. 

“He  knows  it  turned  out  for  the  best.  All  I  wanted 
was  the  moderation  he  shows  nove,”  Anderson  said.  “As 
good  as  he  can  be,  I  didn’t  want  him  to  mess  himself  up.” 

In  his  quiet  way,  there  are  few  players  who  work 
harder  or  spend  longer  hours  at  the  office  than  Parrish. 
Invariably,  he  is  the  last  to  leave  the  clubhouse  — 
whether  it  be  after  a  spring  training  practice  or  a  twi- 
night  doubleheader  in  July. 

“When  I  came  to  Detroit,  I  could  tell  he  was  a  play¬ 
er  who  could  have  it  all  if  he  wanted  it,”  Anderson  con¬ 
tinued.  “And  that’s  where  ‘if’  becomes  a  mighty  big 
word. 

“I’ve  seen  other  players  with  potential  who  didn’t  go 
anywhere.  They  didn’t  want  it  badly  enough,  didn’t 
sacrifice.  It  comes  down  to  one  word  —  dedication. 
Without  it,  even  the  best  projects  are  back  in  the 
pack.” 


♦  > 
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Lance  Parrish,  not  Kirk  Gibson,  led  the  Tigers  in 
home  runs  in  1984. 


From  the  time  the  Tigers  signed  Parrish  out  of 
Walnut  High  in  California,  he  was  targeted  as  a  can’t 
miss  prospect,  depending  on  the  degree  of  that  one 
intangible  —  dedication. 

Baseball  wasn’t  his  only  sport  in  high  school,  nor 
catcher  his  only  position.  Parrish  could  have  gone  to 
UCLA  on  a  football  scholarship  after  achieving  high 
school  AIT  America  status,  but  he  preferred  baseball. 
Besides,  he  liked  third  base  too  much  to  switch. 

Parrish  caught  his  first  two  years  in  high  school,  but 
signed  with  the  Tigers  after  a  senior  year  as  a  third  base- 
man.  He  didn’t  return  to  behind  the  plate  untd  1975  at 
Lakeland. 

“When  we  drafted  him  (first  in  the  1974  draft)  we  con¬ 
sidered  him  a  catcher,”  said  Bill  Lajoie,  now  the  Tigers 
general  manager.  “The  spot  was  already  filled  on  our  team 
in  the  rookie  league,  so  we  kept  him  at  third  for  awhile. 

“He  did  aU  right.  He  stopped  enough  grounders  down 


there,  but  his  future  was  catching.  We  always  knew 
that.” 

Two  years  after  the  switch,  Parrish  was  in  the  major 
leagues  breaking  in  on  a  part-time  basis  for  the  Tigers 
in  1977.  In  1979,  he  became  the  team’s  dally  catcher. 

In  his  own  words,  his  talent  was  stTl  “raw.” 

“I  was  on  the  right  track  by  then,  but  hadn’t  been  for 
long,”  he  said.  “As  a  catcher,  I  didn’t  know  what  I  was 
doing  unth  I  went  to  Evansville  in  ’77  and  played  for 
Les  Moss.  He  was  the  first  one  who  really  helped  me.” 

Moss,  a  former  major  league  catcher,  was  Parrish’s 
mechanic.  He  fixed  most  of  the  mistakes  in  Parrish’s 
style  —  and  no  one  was  happier  to  see  Moss  named  as 
Tiger  manager  in  1976  than  Parrish. 

“It  meant  a  lot  to  me.  I  knew  we’d  continue  to  work 
together.  And  at  that  stage  of  my  career,  I  needed  it.” 

Moss  didn’t  last  long  as  the  Tigers  manager  —  but 
Parrish’s  career  already  was  heading  in  the  right  direc¬ 
tion. 

“Let’s  just  say  I  became  aware  of  the  things  I  had  to 
do,”  he  said. 

Such  as  learning  how  to  handle  pitchers.  At  first, 
Parrish  thought  they  would  handle  themselves. 

“I  felt  they  had  a  job  to  do  and  probably  knew  it. 
Who  was  I  to  tell  them  how  to  do  their  job?” 

Even  now,  Parrish  says:  “I’d  rather  have  them  be  con¬ 
fident  in  themselves  than  about  me  and  the  pitches  I 
call.  I’d  rather  have  them  shake  me  off.” 

Two  years  ago,  the  Tigers  put  Parrish  in  a  rather 
dubious  spotlight  by  taking  the  responsibility  of  call¬ 
ing  pitches  away  from  him.  Roger  Craig,  the  pitching 
coach,  would  give  the  sign  from  the  dugout  and  Parrish 
would  relay  it  to  the  mound. 

“It  wasn’t  anything  against  him,”  said  Anderson. 
“Eventually,  I  think  he  learned  from  it.” 

Jack  Morris,  the  Tigers’  20-game  winner,  agrees. 
“Lance  is  smarter  behind  the  plate  now,”  Morris  said. 
“He  calls  a  much  better  game  than  he  used  to.” 
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then  a  title 


By  H.G.  Salsinger  ♦  The  Detroit  News 
Originae  print  date  unknown 

When  Mickey  Cochrane  signed  on  as  manager  of  the  Tigers  in 

1934  he  knew  the  team  needed  an  infusion  of  attitude  if  Detroit 
was  expected  to  rise  above  its  second-division  status. 


He  decided  that  Leon  “Goose”  Goslin  would  best 
suit  his  purposes.  Goslin  had  played  on  three  pennant¬ 
winning  teams,  he  had  a  first-division  complex,  he  was 
aggressive  and  the  ideal  type. 

The  deal  was  made  and  it  proved  a  very  fortunate 
one  for  Cochrane  and  Detroit.  It  proved  extremely  for¬ 
tunate  for  Goslin  too.  He  had  returned  to  Washington 
from  St.  Louis  just  in  time  to  help  Washington  win 
another  pennant  and  then  he  arrived  in  Detroit  in  time 
for  another  championship.  Once  more  Goslin  was  on  a 
team  that  landed  in  front  whhe  his  teammates  of  the 
previous  year  finished  in  seventh  place. 

Goslin  is  of  the  slugger  cast. 

His  type  of  batter  is  the  type  pitchers  fear. 

He  is  most  dangerous  in  a  pinch,  when  there  are 
runners  on  the  bases  and  when  a  hit  means  winning  a 
ball  game. 

He  hits  a  ball  hard  and  drives  it  a  long  way  quite  fre¬ 
quently. 

He  is  spending  his  fourteenth  season  in  the 
American  League  and  he  had  a  lifetime  batting  average 
of  .322  to  show  for  these  seasons. 

He  has  always  been  a  popular  player.  There  are  few 
games  at  Navin  Lield  where  the  refrain  “Yeah,  Goose” 
is  not  shouted  from  the  pavilions  and  bleachers.  He 
was  nicknamed  “Goose”  not  because  of  any  physical 


Goose  Goslin  ^^as  a  clutch  hitter  and  one  of  the 
key  ingredients  on  the  Tigers’  1935  Series  dinner. 


characteristics  but  because  of  his  family  name,  the 
populace  associating  Goslin  with  gosling  and  his  nick¬ 
name  was  a  natural  outcrop. 

He  is  not  a  great  fielder  but  a  good  one.  He  is  slow- 
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Gosliii  was  always  accommodating  to  his  adoring  Detroit  fans. 


er  than  he  was,  naturally,  but  he  will  tell  you  so  and 
that  is  not  natural  for  a  ball  player;  eaeh  believes  him¬ 
self  as  fast  as  he  was  four  and  five  years  ago. 

As  Goslin’s  speed  deereased,  his  judgment  increased 
and  discounted  his  loss  of  speed. 

He  has  an  excellent  throwing  arm,  but  a  half  dozen 
years  ago  he  could  not  throw  a  ball  60  feet.  His  arm 
suddenly  collapsed. 

It  “went  dead,”  as  Charlie  Gehringer’s  did  some 
years  back. 

But  he  was  hitting  so  well  that  Stanley  Harris, 
then  manager  of  Washington,  would  not  take  him 
out  of  the  lineup;  he  felt  that  a  Goslin  who  could  not 
throw  50  feet  was  still  more  valuable  than  another 
outfielder  who  could  throw  500.  So  the  shortstop  or 


the  third  baseman  would  run  out  into  left  field  on  any 
ball  hit  to  Goslin.  He  would  toss  it  underhand  and 
the  infielder  would  relay  it  to  the  infield.  That  is  how 
they  went  along. 

Goslin  tried  to  change  himseH  into  a  left  handed 
thrower.  Other  ball  players  have  done  that.  Eddie 
Rousch,  one  of  the  best  National  League  outfielders, 
accomplished  the  switch,  but  Goslin  could  not.  He 
went  to  Atlantic  City  and  rested  in  the  sun.  His  arm 
finally  returned,  and  he  has  had  no  trouble  throwing  a 
ball  since  that  time. 

He  has  been  a  bachelor  all  his  life  and  is  the  only 
member  of  the  Detroit  team  who  rooms  alone.  He 
becomes  nervous  when  he  shares  a  room  with  some¬ 
one  else.  Ball  players  say  that  is  his  only  idiosyncrasy. 
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Hernandez  was  MVP  of  "84  season 

By  Joe  Falls  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  February  19, 1990 


here  does  Willie  Hernandez  fit  into  the  history  of  the  Detroit 
Tigers?  Hard  to  say.  He  was  the  man  who  brought  this  town 
the  1984  world  championship  —  he  more  than  Kirk  Gibson, 
Alan  Trammell,  Lou  Whitaker,  Jack  Morris  and  all  the  rest — but  the  announce 
ment  on  Saturday  night  that  he  was  no  longer  a  member  of  the  Tigers  hardly 
caused  a  ripple  of  reaction. 


Is  that  the  ultimate  impression  he  made  on  us?  Is  it 
goodbye  and  good  riddance?  Or  is  1984  already  ancient 
history  around  here? 

We  saw  this  happen  with  the  ’68  champion  — 
how  many  forgot  Denny  and  Willie  and  Norm  and 
Gates  and  Al  and  Mickey  when  the  ’84  champions 
came  along,  and  now  here  we  are  at  the  start  of  the 
1990s,  and  the  ’84  champions  also  seem  to  be  fading 
from  memory.  Only  five  remain  — Jack  Morris,  Dave 
Bergman,  Alan  Trammell,  Lou  Whitaker  and  Chet 
Lemon. 

Maybe  that’s  how  it  goes,  but  whether  you  liked 
him  or  not,  Willie  Hernandez  was  one  of  the  most  coT 
orful  performers  our  town  has  ever  had. 

I  do  not  mean  to  be  disrespectful  by  calling  him 
“Willie”  instead  of  “Guillermo”  but  now  that  he  is 
gone  to  play  for  the  Oakland  As  Triple-A  team  in 
Tacoma,  I  feel  I  can  do  this,  because  it  was  as  Willie 
Hernandez  that  he  brought  us  all  the  excitement  —  all 
that  electricity  —  in  that  remarkable  1984  season. 


I  What  set  him  apart  from  most  players  on  the 
Tigers  is  that  he  touched  us  all  whenever  he  came  in 
to  pitch. 

You  always  felt  something  stir  within  you  whenever 
i  he  was  heading  to  the  mound. 

It  could  be  good  or  it  could  be  bad,  but  no  one  could 
I  ever  ignore  Willie  Hernandez’s  presence  in  a  baseball 
i  game. 

i  Some  would  cheer  and  some  would  boo,  but  we  all 
i  wondered  what  he  was  going  to  do.  He  could  get  them 
out  with  that  sinking  screwball,  bending  it  like  a  pret¬ 
zel,  or  he  might  groove  a  fastball  and  it  would  wind  up 
bouncing  around  in  the  upper  deck  for  another  shat- 
i  tering  loss. 

You  just  never  knew  what  was  going  to  hap- 
i  pen.. .and  this  was  the  essence  of  Willie  Hernandez 
in  Detroit. 

;  He  was  a  man  who  reached  us  every  time  he  per¬ 
formed... you  could  not  be  lukewarm  about  him... and  I 
i  am  going  to  miss  him. 

>  >  ^ 
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Willie  Hernandez  got  the  final  out  ol  the  1984  World  Series  and  eelehrated  >>  ith  eateher  Lanee  Parrish. 
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By  Jerry  Green  ♦  The  Detroit  News 
Originae  print  date  unknown 


A 


mid  the  jubilation  of  the  Tigers’  pennant  clinching  in  1968,  there  was  a 
shred  of  mystery.  Mayo  Smith  had  been  a  magician  with  his  ball  club 
ince  April. 


But  now,  in  September  with  the  pennant  won,  Mayo 
would  need  more  than  the  supernatural  to  figure  how  to 
play  four  outfielders  in  three  positions  in  the  World  Series. 

He  had  Mickey  Stanley,  the  s’wLftest,  surest  center 
fielder  in  the  league.  He  had  Willie  Horton  and  his 
smoking  bat  in  left.  And  he  had  Jim  Northrup,  the 
grand  slam  artist,  in  right  and  also  capable  in  center. 

But  it  could  not  be  a  proper  World  Series  without  Al 
Kahne,  the  team’s  best  player  and  club  elder.  Kahne  had 
broken  bones  in  his  hand  in  June.  He  was  healed  and  ready. 
As  a  pinch  hitter  reaching  base,  he  had  scored  the  runs 
that  won  Denny  McLairis  victory  No.  30  and  the  pennant 
chneher.  He  must  play  right  field  in  the  World  Series. 

Mayo  Smith  called  Mickey  Stanley  to  a  meeting. 

“I  stril  remember  it  just  like  it  was  yesterday,” 
Stanley  recalled  two  decades  later.  “It  was  about  10 
days  before  the  season  was  over.  He  called  me  up  to  his 
room  in  Baltimore  and  said;  d  want  you  to  play  short¬ 
stop.’  I  said.  What?’  Of  course,  I  knew  why,  because 
every  day  I’d  get  to  the  park  early  and  I’d  get  a  pitcher  or 
a  coach  or  somebody  to  hit  me  ground  balls  to  shortstop 
to  wear  off  some  nervous  energy.  So  he  had  seen  me  field 
a  lot  of  ground  balls,  and  I’d  find  somebody  to  take  the 
throws  at  first  base. 

“So  he  said;  'You’re  our  shortstop.’  And  I  said.  Are  you 
kidding?’  My  biggest  concern  was  that  I  didn’t  mind 


Mickey  Stanley’s  Scries  debut  at  shortstop  was  an 
errorless  success. 


doing  it,  but  I  was  afraid  I’d  let  dowm  the  other  guys.  I 
wasn’t  concerned  for  myself,  embarrassing  myself,  as 
much  as  costing  the  other  guys  a  wanning  share  of  the 
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Stanley  was  the  league’s  top  eenter  fielder  in  1968. 


World  Series.  He  said:  ‘No,  you’re  going 
to  play  the  last  six  games  of  the  regular 
season  at  shortstop  and  you’re  gonna  be 
my  shortstop  in  the  World  Series.’” 

Immediately  upon  announcing  his 
drastic  gambit,  Mayo  Smith  was  deluged 
with  criticism.  Kaline  had  to  be  in  the 
World  Series  against  the  Cardinals. 

Smith  had  a  tough  dilemma.  But  the  man¬ 
ner  in  which  he  intended  to  resolve  it  was 
considered  the  boldest  gamble  a  manager 
had  ever  made  in  a  World  Series.  Stanley 
had  never  played  shortstop  before.  Ray 
Oyler,  a  light  hitter  and  a  sweet  fielder, 
had  been  the  shortstop  most  of  ’68. 

“Ray  Oyler  —  he  was  the  one  who  got 
left  out  —  came  over  and  wished  me 
luck,”  Stanley  said.  “It  showed  an  awful 
lot  of  class. 

“1  had  a  feeling  a  few  of  the  other 
players  were  skeptical,  but  nobody  really  made  any 
derogatory  comments.  Of  course,  nobody  on  that  team 
did  anyway.  We  had  a  bunch  of  real  mature  guys.” 

For  days  before  the  World  Series,  Smith  had  to 
explain  and  defend  his  daring  move  over  and  over. 
Stanley  turned  the  long-debated  confrontation 
between  Denny  McLain  and  Bob  Gibson  into  a  sec¬ 
ondary  story. 

“It  worked,”  said  Stanley.  “Kaline  got  a  few  hits  and 
I  didn’t  hurt  us  in  the  field.  He  brought  Oyler  in  a  few 
games  when  we  were  ahead  in  the  seventh  inning  and 
threw  me  back  in  center,  put  Northrup  in  left  and  took 
Horton  out  of  the  game. 

“1  felt  if  he  had  enough  confidence,  he  was  in  a  hot¬ 
ter  seat  than  1  was.” 

The  Cardinals,  of  course,  were  a  speed  team  -  Lou 
Brock,  Curt  Flood,  Julian  Javier  down  the  lineup.  They 
could  punch  the  ball  and  they  like  to  run.  They  would 


put  additional  pressure  on  the  middle  infielders,  Dick 
McAuliffe  and  the  new  man  at  shortstop. 

“I  remember  the  first  play  of  the  first  game,” 
Stanley  said.  “Brock  hit  me  a  ground  ball,  which  real¬ 
ly  took  the  tension  off.  I  could  tell  he  was  choked  up 
a  bit  at  the  plate,  and  he  looked  like  he  was  trying  to 
hit  the  ball  my  way. 

“1  think  that’s  the  biggest  mistake  they  made,  because 
1  caught  the  baU  and  it  took  off  a  lot  of  the  pressure. 

“I  remember  a  couple  of  other  plays.  Javier  hit  a 
ground  ball  in  the  hole  and  I  dove  and  rolled  over  and 
lost  the  ball  and  he  went  to  second,  1  got  an  error  on 
that.  1  didn’t  like  that.  That’s  the  one  I  remember  more 
than  the  other  one  really,  the  error,  given  on  a  diving 
play.  But  they  had  to  score  it  one  way  or  the  other.” 

Twenty  years  later,  Stanley  is  disputing  the  scoring 
decision.  “You  bet,”  he  said. 


^ 
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Whitaker  a  Tiger  of  a  different  stripe 

By  Joe  Falls  >  The  Detroit  ISIcws 
Originally  printed  March  5, 1987 

Sparky  Anderson  considers  him  his  most  talented  player.  He  calls  him 
one  of  the  five  best  players  in  baseball.  He  says  he  does  not  see  how 
Charlie  Gehringer  could  have  had  any  more  ability  than  Lou  Whitaker, 
as  great  as  Gehringer  was  in  the  old  days  with  the  Tigers. 


Anderson  is  as  high  on  Whitaker  as  any  player  who 
has  ever  played  for  him. 

Yet,  he  doesn’t  talk  to  him,  except  for  an  occasional 
word  of  encouragement  when  nobody  is  looking. 

If  the  manager  of  the  Tigers  has  to  say  something  to 
Whitaker,  he  goes  through  Coach  Dick  Tracewski. 
Anderson  believes  this  is  the  best  way  to  deal  with  his 
second  baseman. 

“He  doesn’t  like  authority  —  it  smothers  him,” 
Anderson  said  Wednesday.  “So  if  I  have  anything  to  say 
to  Lou,  I  tell  it  to  Tracewski.  All  I  ever  do  is  make  cer¬ 
tain  —  absolutely  certain  —  that  I  congratulate  him 
from  time  to  time  on  how  he  is  playing. 

“That,  I  never  miss  doing.” 

It  might  be  in  the  middle  of  a  game  or  as  they  are 
walking  through  the  tunnel  to  the  field  or  getting  on 
the  team  bus  after  the  game,  but  Anderson  will  sidle 
up  to  Whitaker  and  say:  “You’re  playing  super.”  They’ll 
talk  about  family  or  religion  once  in  a  while,  but  that’s 
the  whole  relationship  between  the  manager  and  the 
second  baseman. 

It  is  a  distant  but  not  a  cool  relationship. 

Lou  Whitaker  has  been  an  enigma  to  the  Detroit 
baseball  club  for  a  long  time.  They  see  him  as  a  highly- 
skilled  player  who  has  not  realized  his  full  potential 


and  may  never  do  so.  He  can  turn  out  for  the  first  day 
of  spring  training  and  start  playing  second  base  like  he 
has  never  been  away.  He  doesn’t  need  practice. 

He  looks  exactly  the  same,  too.  He  hasn’t  aged  30 
seconds  in  10  years  with  the  Tigers.  He  is  easily  the 
most  gifted  athlete  on  the  team  —  a  natural  when  it 
comes  to  baseball. 

Whitaker  says:  “I  was  born  to  play  baseball.” 

He  does  not  practice  as  the  other  players  because  he 
doesn’t  have  to. 

Lor  one  thing,  he  gets  bored.  He  knows  he  can  do  it, 
so  why  sweat  over  it?  He  can  start  swinging  at  curves 
the  first  day  in  camp  and  slice  those  liners  into  left  or 
pull  those  liners  into  right.  In  1984,  he  stopped  taking 
batting  practice  altogether  because  it  became  a  waste 
of  time  and  energy.  It  was  coming  so  easy  that  batting 
practice  wasn’t  doing  him  any  good. 

The  Tigers  see  this  tremendous  talent  —  a  player 
who  doesn’t  have  to  refine  his  skrlls  — and  they  won¬ 
der  to  what  extent  he  could  take  his  game  if  he  fully 
applied  himself.  That’s  their  frustration.  They  see  an 
exceptional  player  in  their  midst  but  one  who  wands 
up  .281  at  the  end  of  the  season. 

At  the  same  time,  they  recognize  that  this  man  is 
different  than  the  others.  They  know  he  is  a  man  who 
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I  Oil  Whitaker’s  glovework  at  second  base  was  golden. 


sets  his  own  pace. 

Nobody  is  comfortable  talking  about  it,  but  this  orga¬ 
nization  has  had  to  make  a  serious  judgment  on  Lou 
Whitaker.  The  Tigers  had  to  decide  whether  to  ask 
more  of  him  or  let  him  go  his  way  and  take  what  he  is 
able  to  give.  The  Tigers  chose  to  let  him  have  free  rein. 


The  other  players  do  not  mind  it  or  do  not 
know  it.  The  special  treatment  is  not  a 
problem  on  this  team.  Every(3ne  seems  to 
understand  Whitaker  and  his  needs.  They 
certainly  understand  his  accomplishments. 

The  Tigers  do  not  give  Whitaker  any 
signs  when  to  steal,  when  to  hit,  when  to 
take.  They  know  it  doesn’t  do  much  good. 
He  is  not  interested  in  such  things  as  signs. 
He  is  interested  in  playing  the  game  his 
way,  and  his  way  is  quite  often  the  best  way. 

He  will  run  when  they  don’t  want  him 
to  and  bunt  when  they  don’t  want  him  to 
bunt.  That’s  frustrating.  They  always  look 
at  the  bottom  line,  and  at  the  bottom  line 
they  are  satisfied  veith  his  numbers. 

"He’s  not  a  good  practicer,”  Tracewski 
said.  "He  has  a  concentration  problem 
because  he  is  so  gifted.  He  doesn’t  pay 
much  attention  to  fundamentals.  He  does¬ 
n’t  have  to.  He  does  them  instinctively.  He 
doesn’t  take  batting  practice  to  improve 
—  he  takes  it  just  to  loosen  up.  He  has 
such  natural  ability  that  he  just  plays  the 
game  as  it  goes  along.  He  doesn’t  have  to  be 
ready  for  anything  because  he  can  react  to 
everything.  He’s  a  reactor. 

"It’s  hard  to  get  to  him  because  he  is  so 
quiet  and  withdrawn.  None  of  us  is  as 
close  to  him  as  we’d  like  to  be.” 

Whitaker  sat  down  after  Wednesday 
practice.  He  was  told  what  others  were 
saying  about  him  —  including  his  rudeness. 

"Am  I  rude?”  he  said,  with  a  smhe.  "I  guess  I  am  at 
times.  I  don’t  mean  to  be.  I  know  I  can  be  difficult  to 
get  along  with.  My  wife  is  telling  me  that  all  the  time. 

I  think  maybe  I  should  start  changing  my  ways.  I’m  cer¬ 
tainly  old  enough  to  know  better.  I’ll  try.” 


^  ^  4^ 
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By  Joe  Falls  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  August  4, 1996 


When  he  is  inducted  into  baseball’s  Hall  of  Fame  today,  Jim 

Running  has  a  point  to  make.  “It’s  not  going  to  be  political, 
but  there  are  some  things  1  want  to  say  to  the  game  of  base-- 
ball,”  Running,  64,  says.  “I  want  them  to  know  if  they  don’t  straighten  out  their 
business,  the  game  will  cease  to  exist  in  the  next  century.” 


If  baseball  is  smart,  it  ’will  pay  attention.  Jim 
Bunning  has  always  been  ahead  of  his  time.  Before 
most  teams  began  keeping  extensive  seouting  reports 
on  players,  Bunning  compiled  his  own  book  on  hitters. 

“I  had  it  aU  in  there,”  Bunning  said.  “What  I  did  against 
every  batter,  what  they  did  against  me.  Could  they  hit  the 
shder?  Did  they  Kke  the  inside  pitch?  The  big  thing  I 
wanted  to  know  is  how  they  reacted  ’with  men  on  base. 

“That  was  the  key  for  me  —  could  they  handle  the 
pressure?”  Bunning  laughed.  “Take  Willie  Mays.  He 
was  100  percent  tougher  if  there  was  a  runner  on  sec¬ 
ond  base  than  if  he  came  up  with  nobody  on  base.  I  had 
to  be  very  careful  ’with  him.” 

Bunning  kept  track  of  everything,  even  the  atten¬ 
dance.  “You  bet,”  he  said.  “If  we  got  5,000  more  on  the 
days  I  pitched,  I  wanted  to  know  about  it.” 

More  important,  he  wanted  his  bosses  to  know 
about  it.  He  was  an  agent  before  there  were  agents. 

“He’d  come  in  with  everything,  and  it  was  all  writ¬ 
ten  down,”  recalled  former  Tiger  President  Jim 
Campbell,  who  passed  away  last  year.  “I  knew  how 
many  games  he  won  and  lost,  and  maybe  his  earned 
run  average.  But  he  could  tell  me  how  many  runs  per 


Jim  Bunning  tossed  a  no-hitter  at  Boston  in  1958, 
one  ol  lour  Tigers  to  aeeomplish  the  feat. 
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Running’s  224  career  vietories  was  good  enough  to  get  him  into 
the  Hall  of  Fame  in  1996. 


game  our  team  scored  for  him  —  who  he  beat,  when 
he  beat  them,  the  score,  the  runs,  hits  and  errors. 

“When  I  told  him  he  couldE't  have  done  all  those 
things  without  the  other  eight  players,  he’d  laugh  and 
show  me  more  statistics. 

“Jim  Running  always  got  a  few  more  thousand  bucks 
out  of  me  than  1  wanted  to  pay  him.” 

Bunning  was  the  first  pitcher  since  Cy  Young  to  win 
more  than  100  games  and  strike  out  more  than  1,000  in 


each  league.  When  he  retired  in  1971,  he  was 
second  to  Walter  Johnson  with  2,885  strike¬ 
outs. 

He  pitched  for  the  Tigers  from  1955 
through  1963,  then  went  to  the  National 
League  and  pitched  six  seasons  for  the 
Philadelphia  Phillies,  a  year- and- a-half  at 
Pittsburgh  and  a  half-season  with  the  Los 
Angeles  Dodgers. 

He  went  224-184,  and  on  occasion,  could 
be  the  most  spectacular  pitcher  in  the  game. 
His  career  earned-run  average  is  3.27. 

Bunning  pitched  a  no-hitter  for  the 
Tigers  in  1958,  getting  Ted  Williams  four 
times  on  fly  balls  in  Fenway  Park,  and 
then  a  perfect  game  for  the  Phillies  against 
the  New  York  Mets  in  Shea  stadium  on 
Father’s  Day  in  1964. 

Bunning  went  at  baseball  with  every¬ 
thing  at  his  command.  He  was  among  the 
first  to  show  up  in  the  mornings,  always  the 
last  to  leave.  He  was  sthl  running  wind 
sprints  when  his  teammates  were  teeing  it 
up  on  the  sixth  hole. 

“Frank  Lary  had  a  lot  more  stuff  than  1  did, 
and  so  did  Paul  Foytack  and  Brhy  Hoeft,”  he 
said.  “1  told  Foytack  that  if  he  apphed  himself, 
he  could  win  20  games  every  year.  But  you 
know  Paul.  He  was  a  happy  go-lucky  guy 
who  never  got  serious.  1  just  wish  1  had  his  fastbaU.” 

Running’s  sidearm  pitches  were  thrown  from  the 
right  side  with  such  force  that  he  would  fall  to  the 
ground  with  every  pitch,  landing  on  his  glove.  This 
became  his  trademark. 

Mickey  Mantle  said  Bunning  scared  him  more  than 
any  pitcher  in  the  league. 

“1  was  afraid  of  his  stuff  —  1  could  never  really  han¬ 
dle  him,”  Mantle  once  said. 
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By  Bill  Halls  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  August  5, 1986 


Want  to  go  out  and  cut  some  grass?”  said  the  familiar  voice 

over  the  telephone  from  Northport,  Ala.  “Been  damn  near 
95  for  two  months  down  here.” 


There  was  no  mistaking  that  southern  twang.  It 
was  Frank  Lary,  all  right.  Old  Taters.  Mule.  The  Yankee 
Killer.  And,  for  a  while,  the  best  right-handed  pitcher 
in  the  American  League. 

“I  work  some  with  a  county  (Tuscaloosa)  construction 
unit,”  said  Lary  who  pitched  for  the  Tigers  for  10  years 
(1954-64).  “We  budd  roads,  cut  grass,  things  hke  that.  My 
job?  I  must  be  a  super\4sor  ‘cause  I  stand  in  the  shade  a 
lot.” 

Northport  is  a  long  outfield  throw  north  of 
Tuscaloosa,  where  Lary  once  pitched  for  the  University 
of  Alabama.  He  grew  up  in  Northport  and  came  back 
home  after  leaving  Major  League  Baseball  in  the  late 
1960s.  In  a  12-year  big-league  career,  Lary  won  128  games 
and  lost  116,  mostly  with  average  clubs.  He  had  a  hfetime 
earned-run  average  of  3.49.  After  leaving  the  Tigers  in 
1964,  Lary  finished  his  career  with  the  New  York  Mets, 
Milwaukee  Braves  and  the  Chicago  White  Sox. 

Lary’s  nicknames  all  fit  him  pretty  well.  Taters  was  a 
natural  from  the  time  he  wrote  that  word  on  a  railroad 
dining  car  menu  form  (for  potatoes)  when  the  Tigers 
used  to  travel  by  train.  Mule  was  the  down-home  nick¬ 
name  because  Lary  was  strong,  which  is  his  middle 
name.  And  Yankee  Killer  doesn’t  need  an  explanation. 

The  New  York  Yankees,  a  team  that  won  six  pen¬ 
nants  between  1955  and  1961,  were  dog  meat  when 


Lary  pitched.  He  was  28-13  lifetime  against  the  Yanks. 

“People  call  me  that  all  the  time,”  said  Lary,  56. 
“‘How  ya  doin,’  Yankee  Killer?’  There’s  a  lot  of  discus¬ 
sions  about  baseball  down  here.  Of  course,  me  being  a 
southern  boy,  I  never  thought  Yankees  was  too  smart. 
I  guess  we  just  outsmarted  them.” 

His  throaty  laugh  was  guileless. 

“Heck,  don’t  say  that.  I’ll  get  a  bunch  of  letters.  One 
reason  is  we  played  good  ball  against  them.  We  always 
made  the  play  at  the  right  time.  When  one  of  them  got 
a  hit,  you  don’t  want  to  give  them  the  same  pitch  next 
time  up.  When  you  get  on  that  mound,  you  want  to 
really  concentrate.” 

Lary  remembers  a  few  of  those  games  against  the  old 
Yankees  of  Mickey  Mande,  Roger  Maris  and  Bih  SkowTon. 

“I  remember  hitting  a  home  run  off  (Tom)  Sturdh^ant 
and  beating  them  2-1  once,”  he  said.  “Another  time,  we 
beat  them  when  I  laid  down  a  perfect  bunt  and  Steve 
Boros  scored  from  third.  There  were  t\\^o  outs  and  it  w^as 
on  a  two-strike  pitch.  Old  Clete  Boyer  had  backed  up  at 
third. 

“But  the  thing  I  remember  most  about  baseball  and 
Detroit  was  the  fans.  They  were  the  best  fans  I  ever 
played  under.  Me,  being  from  the  South,  may  have 
helped.  There  were  a  lot  of  southern  people  working  in 
those  plants  up  there  then.  I  felt  like  I  was  playing  at 
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Manager  BuclvV  Harris  conld  ah\ays  count  on  Frank  Lary  to  pitch  \>  cll  against  the  Ne\>  York  Yanl 


home  with  the  Tigers.  I  really  enjoyed  the  fans.” 

Lary  twiee  won  20  games  for  the  Tigers.  He  was  2T 
13  in  1956  and  he  was  23-9  in  1961.  After  that,  Lary  got 
a  sore  arm,  whether  pitehing  when  it  was  too  eold,  or 
pitching  with  a  leg  injury.  At  any  rate,  he  won  only  six 
more  games  for  the  Tigers,  was  traded  to  the  New  York 
Mets  in  1964  and  was  finished  by  1965. 

“Chuck  Dressen  and  I  didn’t  get  along,”  said  Lary. 
“Nobody  can  pitch  if  they’re  out  of  the  regular  rotation.” 

After  retiring  while  with  the  White  Sox,  Lary  took 
a  job  as  minor  League  pitching  coach  with  the  Mets. 

“I  had  Tom  Seaver,  Tug  McGraw,  Nolan  Ryan  and 


Jerry  Koosman,”  said  Lary.  “Just  a  few  rinky  dinks.” 
More  laughter. 

“1  don’t  feel  like  the  boys  have  got  their  minds  really 
on  the  game  nowadays.  We  played  for  the  fun  of  it. 
Nolan  Ryan  makes  as  much  in  one  ballgame  as  I  made 
in  one  season.  I  guess  my  top  salary  was  $40,000  back 
in  ’61  when  1  won  23  games.” 

After  coaching  a  couple  of  years  in  the  minors,  Lary 
quit  baseball  for  good  and  went  back  to  Northport.  He 
ran  an  ice  cream  business  for  awhile  and  later  was 
elected,  as  a  Democrat,  to  a  term  on  the  Tuscaloosa 
County  Board  of  Revenue. 
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Trout  won  the  hearts  of  Tigers,  fans 

By  Jerry  Green  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originally  printed  February  29, 1972 

There  was  a  different  breed  of  rookie  showing  up  in  the  spring  training 
camps  of  Florida  35  years  ago.  In  that  era,  the  rookies  didn’t  bring  much 
sophistication  with  them.  Certainly,  they  had  no  moneybags,  hke  the 
rookies  of  today.  They  rode  into  town  in  jalopies,  if  they  owned  an  automobile  at  aU. 


Lots  of  them  ’were  homespun,  milk-fed  farmboys 
’who  had  served  their  lengthy  apprenticeships  in 
places  such  as  Beaumont  or  Rocky  Mount  or 
Indianapolis.  Many  of  them  had  quaint  names:  Rabbit, 
Gabby  or  Diz. 

It  ’was  35  years  ago  just  this  ’week  that  a  strapping 
rookie  reported  to  the  Detroit  Tigers’  spring  camp  in 
Lakeland. 

“I’m  Paul  Ho’ward  Trout,  of  Terre  Haute,  Ind.” 
announced  the  2I-year-oId,  right-handed  pitcher  to 
the  club  manager,  Mickey  Cochrane. 

“Paul  H.  Trout,  but  they  call  me  Diz,”  said  the  talk¬ 
ative  rookie  to  a  bellboy  in  the  Ne’w  Florida  Hotel.  “It 
ain’t  because  I’ve  got  as  much  stuff  as  Diz  Dean  but 
they  call  me  Diz  because  I  talk  as  much  as  Diz  Dean. 
Any’way,  everybody  says  I  do.  So  you  can  call  me  Diz.” 
Dizzy  Trout,  up  from  Indianapolis,  didn’t  stick  ’with 
the  Tigers  that  first  year,  1937.  But  later  Trout  ’was  to 
pitch  in  fwo  World  Series  and  in  tandem  ’with  Hal 
Nevehouser  to  supply  some  of  the  finest  excitement  in 
the  baseball  history  of  Detroit. 

Trout  won  170  games  and  lost  61  in  a  big  league 
career  that  extended  from  1939  through  1952.  He  spent 
all  but  part  of  his  final  season  with  Detroit  —  and  he 
was  a  legendary  figure. 


In  1944  the  Tigers  lost  the  pennant  on  the  final  day. 
But  Newhouser  won  29  games  and  Trout  27. 

“He  was  an  extremely  marvelous  man,”  said 
Newhouser. 

“He  had  a  heart  as  big  as  an  elephant.  He  shared 
everything  with  everybody. 

“We  shared  a  record  that  won’t  be  broken  in  a  long 
time,”  continued  Newhouser.  “Diz  won  27  games  in 
1944  and  I  won  29.  Between  us  we  broke  the  Dean 
Brothers’  record  (Dizzy  and  Paul’s  49  aggregate  in 
1934).  We  were  in  96  games  of  the  154  that  year. 

“Diz  would  pitch  one  day  and  I’d  pitch  the  next  and 
then  we’d  hope  it  would  rain.” 

In  1944,  Trout  lost  the  final  game  of  the  season  to 
Washington  and  the  Tigers  lost  the  pennant  by  a  game 
to  the  St.  Louis  Browms. 

“If  we’d  had  nine  pitchers  like  him,  we’d  never  ha’^T 
lost,”  said  Newhouser. 

“One  of  the  biggest  thrills  wus  wanning  in  the 
World  Series  in  1945. 1  w^on  the  seventh  game  against 
the  Cubs.  But  if  he  didn’t  wan  the  sixth,  wT’d  lost  the 
World  Series  right  then.  He  won  the  most  important 
game  of  the  Series.” 

Trout  was  a  humorous  and  sometimes  profane 
after-dinner  speaker.  He  also  had  a  belligerent  temper 
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Trout,  second  irom  left,  has  a  fe\\  fish  stories  for  his  teammates  in  1952.  From  left,  Frank  House,  Trout,  Ted 
I  yons,  Rick  Ferrell,  Johnny  Groth  and  Ted  Gray. 


and  had  occasional  spats  with  fans  and  teammates. 
One  memorable  picture  of  Trout  shows  him  grabbing 
a  box  seat  heckler  by  the  shirt.  Trout  engaged  in  occa- 
sional  battles,  once  with  his  manager,  Del  Baker,  once 
with  Hank  Greenberg,  and  once  even  with  Newhouser 
in  the  Tigers’  dugout. 

Diz  and  his  wife.  Pearl,  had  10  ehrldren.  He  spent 
most  of  his  adult  life  as  a  resident  of  Detroit,  and  for  a 
while  after  he  retired  as  a  player  he  helped  broadcast 
Tiger  games  with  Van  Patrick. 

At  his  death.  Trout  was  a  member  of  the  Chieago 


White  Sox  organization.  He  joined  them  in  1959  as  a 
pitehing  instructor.  Later  he  beeame  a  member  of  their 
public  relations  eorps,  traveling  about  and  speaking  at 
banquets. 

Oceasionally  he  tried  to  enter  politics,  but  never 
quite  made  it.  Once  he  was  defeated  in  an  eleetion  to 
become  sheriff  of  Wayne  County. 

But  he  was  a  winner  more  often  than  not  as  a  piteh- 
er.  With  170  vietories  in  his  eareer,  he  won  five  more 
games  than  Sandy  Koufax  and  20  more  that  Dizzy 
Dean. 


4-  4’  4- 
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Bridges  made  his  mark  in  i6  seasons 

The  Detroit  News  staff 
Originally  printed  April  6, 1976 

They  called  him  “Little  T  from  Tennessee.”  That  was  Tommy  Bridges, 
who  spent  his  entire  Ih-year  major 'league  career  in  a  Tiger  uniform. 
When  he  departed  in  1946  at  age  39  he  had  a  194'138  won^lost  record. 


Sixty-six  of  those  victories  came  in  1934-36,  at  the 
height  of  his  career.  He  led  the  American  League  twice 
in  strikeouts,  posted  a  4-1  World  Series  record  and  was 
the  winning  pitcher  in  the  1939  All-Star  game. 

The  tiny  Tennesseean  was  to  say  later  he  wished  he 
could  have  won  195  games.  He  could  have  added  his 
World  Series  and  All-Star  decisions  for  an  even  200. 

Although  never  weighing  more  than  160  pounds  in 
his  playing  day.  Bridges  came  to  the  Tigers  in  1930  after 
setting  a  strikeout  record  in  the  minors  with  a  strike¬ 
out  record  in  the  minors  with  a  blazing  fastball  and 
curve  some  shouldn’t  believe. 

“Have  you  ever  watched  a  ball  roll  across  the  table, 
then  fall  to  the  floor?,”  one  player  asked.  “If  so,  you’ve 
seen  Bridges’  curve.” 

Bridges  averaged  100  strikeouts  a  season  for  Detroit. 
One  year  he  struck  out  175. 

The  whiff  he  wanted,  but  didn’t  get,  was  Dave  Harris 
in  a  1932  game  against  the  Washington  Senators. 

With  two  out  in  the  ninth  and  the  Detroiters  lead¬ 
ing  13-0,  pinch  hitter  Harris  slapped  a  fastball  to  left 
field  for  a  single  —  the  game’s  first  and  only  hit  off 
Bridges.  It  ruined  a  perfect  game. 

“Little  T”  didn’t  regret  not  throwing  his  trusty  curve. 
He  was,  he  said  following  his  game  plan  of  setting  up  the 
batter  with  a  fastball,  then  coming  in  with  the  hook. 


They  wanted  Bridges  to  be  a  doctor.  His  father  is  a  doc¬ 
tor  and  his  grandfather  was  one.  He  started  studying  med¬ 
icine  and  quit.  He  studied  hterature  and  became  a  basebah 
player.  He  mixed  curves,  fastbaUs  and  the  classics. 

“1  have  been  throwing  baseballs  every  since  1  can 
remember,  ever  since  1  could  walk,”  he  said.  “1  love  to 
throw.  Baseball  has  been  good  to  me.  It  has  given  me 
many  advantages  and  many  opportunities  that  would 
never  have  come  my  way  had  1  studied  medicine  and 
become  a  doctor,  or  studied  law  and  become  a  lawyer, 
or  gone  into  business.” 

At  season’s  end.  Bridges  always  returned  to 
Gordonville,  Tenn.  —  population  400  —  where  his 
father  sthl  practiced  medicine. 

He  always  liked  the  place. 

“When  1  arrive  home  in  October,  the  hunting  season 
is  about  to  start  and  each  fall  1  go  hunting  with  the 
same  group  of  men.  We’ve  begn  doing  it  for  years  and  1 
like  it  because  we  just  hunt  and  none  of  them  ever  men¬ 
tion  baseball.  1  guess  they’ve  never  seen  a  ball  game.” 

Bridges  had  many  great  moments  in  a  Tigers  uni¬ 
form,  but  his  best  was  his  first. 

“The  biggest  thrill  that  1  ever  had  in  baseball  hap¬ 
pened  on  the  day  that  1  pitched  for  Detroit  for  the  first 
time.  It  was  in  New  York  and  1  was  sent  in  as  a  relief 
pitcher.  As  1  walked  to  the  box  the  catcher  came  down 
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Tommy  Bridges  Da}  on  September  7, 1941. 


to  me  and  said,  ‘Now,  when  Ruth  and  Gehrig  come  to 
bat,  just  remember  that  they’re  nothing  but  two  more 
ballplayers  and  just  pitch  to  them.’  I  said,  ‘all  right,’ 
but  when  I  looked  up,  who  was  strolling  to  the  plate 
but  Ruth  and  he  looked  like  two  parts  of  the 
Himalayan  Mountain  range  to  me.  1  have  never  seen 
anything  bigger  or  more  ponderous  and  massive  look¬ 
ing  moving  toward  home  plate. 

“I  bore  down  on  Ruth  and  he  hit  a  fast  grounder  to 
Gehringer  and  was  thrown  out.  But  that  wasn’t  the 
end  for  me.  Gehrig  was  coming  up  and  here  was  an 


even  bigger  menace  than  Ruth  because  Gehrig  was  in  a 
great  batting  streak  at  the  time.  Well,  1  struck  out 
Gehrig  and  when  I  saw  him  swing  for  the  third  time 
and  miss  I  had  a  thrill  that  nothing  since  has  equaled. 
My  blood  tingled  for  10  minutes  afterward,  and  as  long 
as  1  live  I’ll  never  forget  that  moment.” 

In  1947,  Bridges,  who  was  inducted  into  the 
Michigan  Hall  of  Fame  in  1963,  finally  pitched  that  no¬ 
hitter  —  for  Portland  in  the  Pacific  Goast  League.  He 
was  40,  and  was  to  go  on  pitching  in  the  minors  until 
the  age  of  43. 
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Mullin  was  a  hrainiac  on  the  mound 


ByH.G.  Salsinger  ^  The  Detroit  News 
Originaeey  printed  January  lo,  1944 

There  will  be  no  niche  in  baseball’s  hall  of  fame  at  Cooperstown,  N.  Y, 
for  the  late  George  Mullin,  and  his  name  will  not  be  included  in  the  all 
time  list  of  great  pitchers.  But  in  the  light  of  present'day  pitching, 
Mulliris  work  over  a  five-year  span  was  extraordinary. 


From  1905  until  1909  he  averaged  better  than  21  vic¬ 
tories  a  season.  He  compiled  a  108-78  record,  good  for  a 
.527  winning  percentage. 

In  three  of  those  years  he  won  more  than  20  games, 
while  only  three  pitchers  won  20  or  more.  Few  pitchers 
in  the  last  two  decades  have  matched  Mulliris  1909 
record  of  29-8. 

Mullin  had  an  excellent  fast  ball  and  a  good  curve 
but  most  of  his  success  was  due  to  smartness  rather 
than  stuff.  He  had  a  great  many  tricks,  some  of  which 
not  only  drove  opposing  batters  to  distraction,  but 
annoyed  the  home  folks  as  well. 

Mullin  and  Eddie  Plank  used  the  same  tactics  to 
make  the  batter  over-anxious.  George  would  paw 
around  the  pitcher’s  box  whenever  a  dangerous  batter 
stood  at  the  plate.  He  would  loosen  his  belt  or  tighten 
it.  He  would  remove  his  cap  and  find  some  imaginary 
thing  wrong,  something  that  he  would  have  to  fix 
immediately. 

He  would  tie  his  shoe  laces,  or  even  take  off  a  shoe. 
He  would  reshape  his  glove  and  remove  imaginary  dirt. 

While  this  was  going  on  the  crowd  became  impa¬ 
tient,  and  some  of  the  ill-bred  among  the  customers 
would  begin  shouting  vulgar  comments  and  advice. 
George  has  what  the  profession  calls  “rabbit  ears,” 


meaning  that  he  was  sensitive  to  nay  criticisms  from 
the  stands.  Secretly,  he  undoubtedly  welcomed  them 
for  it  aided  his  act.  It  gave  him  an  opportunity  to  engage 
in  repartee  with  the  customers. 

He  would  tell  them  what  he  thought  of  them,  and 
they  would  tell  him  what  they  thought  of  him,  and  so  it 
went  back  and  forth  while  the  batter  got  more  and 
more  nervous  and  anxious. 

That  was  the  purpose  of  the  whole  performance. 
When  the  batter  became  so  enraged  and  disgusted  that 
he  would  swing  at  anything,  Mullin  threw  him  a  bad 
ball.  He  solved  many  situations  in  that  way.  So  did  Plank. 

They  were  never  any  more  popular  wdth  the  cus¬ 
tomers  than  wTth  opposing  players,  but  this  didn’t 
bother  them  as  long  as  they  achieved  their  purpose, 
which  was  getting  rid  of  the  batters. 

Mullin  and  his  battery-mate,  Charlie  Schmidt,  once 
saved  a  game  with  a  wdd  pitch,  as  odd  an  example  of 
pitching  strategy  as  you  are  likely  to  meet  in  any  age  of 
baseball. 

Detroit  was  playing  New  York  and  it  was  a  tight  ball 
game.  Jack  Chesbro  was  pitching  for  the  Highlanders 
(as  the  New  York  team  was  known  at  the  time)  and 
Mullin  for  Detroit. 

They  were  playing  at  the  old  American  Feague  park 
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George  Miillin  started  and  won  both  ends  of  a 
donbleheader  in  1906. 


in  New  York  and  going  into  the  last  half 
of  the  ninth,  Detroit  was  leading  1-0.  An 
error  put  the  first  New  York  batter  on 
base,  a  sacrifice  sent  him  to  second,  and 
an  infield  out  got  him  to  third.  New 
York’s  best  hitter  was  up. 

Schmidt  called  for  time  and  walked 
out  to  the  pitcher’s  box.  He  told 
Mullin: 

“Here’s  what  you  do:  Fire  that  ball 
as  hard  as  you  can  over  my  head. 
Then  you  run  to  the  plate.  This  guy 
on  third  will  try  to  score.  I’ll  retrieve 
the  ball  and  throw  to  you  and  you  tag 
him  when  he  comes  sliding  in.” 

Mullin  thought  over  the  suggestion 
for  a  moment. 

“I  think  you’re  crazy,  but  I’m  wfLling 
to  gamble,  and  if  you  don’t  make  the 
play  I’ll  bust  that  thick  skull  of  yours 
with  a  bat.” 

Mullin  threw  the  next  pitch  over 
Schmidt’s  head.  As  Schmidt  turned  to 
pursue  the  ball  the  runner  broke  from 
third  and  Mullin  ran  to  the  plate.  The 
ball  hit  the  stands  and,  luckily,  shot 
back  on  a  straight  line  to  Schmidt, 
who  had  not  considered  the  possibili¬ 
ty  of  a  bounce  in  any  direction  but  the 
right  one.  Schmidt  grabbed  the  ball, 
tossed  it  to  Mullin,  and  Mullin  tagged 
the  runner  five  feet  from  the  plate 
ending  the  game. 

“That’s  was  a  smart  idea  of  mine  was¬ 
n’t  it?”  said  Schmidt  to  Mulhn  as  they 
wafked  off  the  field. 

“It’s  so  smart  that  we’ll  never  try  it  again,”  Mullin 
told  him,  and  they  never  did. 
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